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PRE MS 
W S moſt of the following Poems have been 
Ie 1) "4 formerly printed in ſeparate Pieces, and 
are now ſcarce to be met with, the 
Author to comply with ſome of his 
Friends has been prevail'd on to collect them, with 
ſome others never before made publick, and to ſuffer 
them to be printed together in one Volume. This is 
what the Publiſher has Orders to ſay with regard to 
this new Edition; and further, that the Author 
hopes he may find ſome Indulgence from a candid 
Reader for employing his time in ſuch Trifles, as 
ſame may think them, when he is told that nothing 
but an involuntary Leiſure has caus'd him to turn 
his Thoughts that way, which, tho it may be cen- 
ſur d by ſome, will he flatters himſelf be excus'd, if 
not approv'd, by others, eſpecially if the Perform- 
ance, 1 uch as it is, ſhould be found not altogether 
deſtitute of Merit in its kind. 


BY 
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Tn Tmitation of Hor. Od. 19. „Lab 4. 
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Tranſlation of the Anſwer to it. 

On Queen AN NE Birth-day. Written abroad in 1706. ibid. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


E LEGY vritten in September 1706. 


TRE T laſt the cruel fair One has reveal'd 
3 57 N A Myſtry I could with were ſtill conceal'd, 
loo well, alas! I ſee by her Diſdain 
My Vows were uſeleſs, as my Hopes were vain 
Fool that I was to think in her to find 
What Nature ſcarce allows to Womankind, 
Th' ungrateful Sex is ev'ry where the ſame, 
And Change the chief Ingredient in their Frame. 
Like Turks in battle they no Quarter give, 
But ev'n the conquer d are deny d to live. 


With them they glory in the cruel Trade, 
And lay the Captives which their Eyes have made. 


When firſt I ſaw Li/etta's heav'nly Face, 


With every Charm ſurrounded, every Grace, 
15 B Whoſe 


Say as the Light, and bluſhing as the Morn, 
Where ſo much Sweetneſs join'd with ſo much Youth 


In Defarts loſt, or ſhipwreckt on the Main, 
Slaves are redeem'd, tyrannick Pow'r ſuppreſs d, 


And they who in a Wreck deſpairing ſtand 


Amidſt his Pangs is no Relief allo d, 


Not Hellebore can cure his tortur d Brain, 


And in pathetic Strains his luekleſs Planet mourns. 


2 pon us on ſeveral OccAs10Ns. 
Whoſe open Look was then unmix'd with Scorn, 


Cauld promiſe nought but Innocence and Truth, 
No wonder if by ſuch rare Beauty fir d, 

My Reaſon at the lovely Sight retir'd : 

Mankind with me had found Reſiſtance vain, 
And been expos d like me to her Diſdain. 

But oh! that I had been that fatal Hour 

Ty'd to an Oar, or Slave to lawlefs Pow'r, 


None, none of theſe approach a Lover's Pain. 


The wandring Wretch has Intervals of Reſt, 


Oft ſcape the dreadful Storm, and gain the Land. | 
But he, whom Love has to his Empire bow'd, | 


Has no returns of Eaſe to ſooth his Pain: 


In wild Extremes he ſighs and raves by turns, 


Theſe few unpoliſl'd Lines may ſerve to tell 
What Pains the Wretch endures that loves too well, 
Make others cautious. how they truſt the Fair, 
And teach them to avoid the tempting Snare. 
But if thus warn d, by flatt ring Fancy ſway'd, 
They needs wilt K. the Caprice of the Maid, 


Pokus en ſeveral Occastons. 3 


Too late they'll find their warm Purſuit is vain, 
When rackt by Jealouſy and her Diſdain, 
They feel, like me, varicty of Pain. 


De 


After Ho RACE, Ode 10. Lib. 4. written 
in October 1706. 


IS ET TA why fo wondrous coy, 
| When Youth invites to Pleaſure ? 
Think you that Love's a laſting Joy, 
That one may taſte at leiſure? 


Conſider better, I adviſe, 
The Queſtion I am ſtating; 
That Beauty fades, Oecafion' flies, 
While you're the Point debating. 


Tho! now inſenſible as fair, 
And all my Vows diſdaining ; 
Vou take delight in my Deſpair, 
And mock my fond complaining. 


When Age ſhall ſeize you yet a Maid, 
And all thoſe lovely Treſſes, 

Where Cupid. fits in Ambuſcade, 
And ſcatters thouſand: Graces ;' 


B 2 Shall 


4 Pokus on ſeveral OCCASIONS. 


Shall fall defenceleſs from your Head, CEL 
And Love his Camp remove; 

Thoſe ſparkling Eyes look funk and dead, 
Which now ſo fatal prove. 


When that Vermilion on your Face, 
That does the Roſe outvye, 

To deadly Paleneſs ſhall give place 
And loſe its · crimſon Dye. 


Then, mark me, as the faithful Glaſs 
_ The diſmal Change betrays, 
. You'll cry, how mad was I to paſs 
So ill my youthful Days! 


But oh! too late my Fault I own, 
For can Youth paſt renew? | 

For ever deſtin'd to bemoan_ 
The Joys I never knew. 


Upon INDIAN JASMIN, tranſlated from Sir Henry 
Newton's Latin Venſes to Signior Filicaia of Florence, 
who ſent Bin bis wn an that Salze. 


LEST 7 RY aclightful s Soil, 

On which the Sun firſt deigns to ſmile; 
Bleſt in thy Jaſmin; where we find 
The Lily with the Roſe is join'd ; 
ZN | Whoſe 


POE MS on ſeveral OccastoNs. 


Whoſe lovely Colour, fragrant Smell, 
Thoſe of all other Plants excel. 
Which ſeen, with Admiration dumb 

We ſtraight all Eyes and Noſe become. 

A ſtately Palace as is meet | 

To be the Prince of Flow'rs retreat, 
Its Maſter's Glory and Delight, 
Contains this rare, this wondrous Sight. 
Tranſplanted to this charming Place, 

It ſeems to gain' new Life and Grace, 

As 'twou'd its native Land diſown, . 

And Cy/mus ſtrive to pleaſe alone. | 
But oh ! how ſhort a Date has Heavn ___ 
To all that's fair and beauteous given | 
Here Flow'rs unheeded by the Muſe, 
Their Colours and their Odours loſe; 
Almoſt as ſoon as born decay, 

And fall to hungry Time a Prey. 

But thou, bleſt Plant, ſhalt never fade, 
By deathleſs Verſe immortal made! 

Not India now, or Tuſcan Ground, 

But the whole Globe's thy Country found. 
Thy matchleſs Scent, inchanting white, 
Th' eternal Joys of Smell and Sight! 
Henceforth ſecure from Fate's Alarms, 
Shall know no end of all their Charms. 
The tranſient Life which Phebus gave, 
The Poet reſcues from the Grave. 


— 


Tranſlation 


6 pax ue on ſroerel Occarrons. 


Tranſlation of Signiar 1 3 5 Fi aa 170 She — 
Newton, upon the. ſame Subject. Both done in 1706. 


OON as the Jaſmin drew her vital Breath, © | 
And ſaw that ſhe, was doom d to ſudden Death; 
O Nature, 8 didſt thou make me fair, 
She cry d, Since Beauty is not worth thy Care ? 
Is Lovelineſs a Crime? O hard Decre |. |. 
But think not unreveng d my Death to ſee. 
To Newton's Muſe my juſt Appeal I ſend; 
Thus ſpite of thee wy Life Wal never end. 
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On Rueen ANNE's 4 Wn - 64h of Fen, 
Written. abroad. i in Ss 
A v8PIciovs Day, li nate, * bl 
What Man could wiſh, on Heav'n beſiow | 
On whoſe appearance Fate decreed, , 
The World ſhould raiſe its drooping Head; 
When Louis by. long Conqueſts vain, 
Nor Oaths nor Treaties could reſtrain, 
And nought but univerſal Rule 
Could ſatiate his ambitious Soul: 
When Spain to grow ling Slavery broke 
Should ſuppliant crouch beneath his Yoke! 
'Twas then the Nations round ſhould form 
Leagues to avert th' impending Storm. 


poENMs on ſbowal Octasrons, 7 


With thee the vaſt Epoch begun, 

Which Time has to Perfection fun. 
For lo! from thee a Queen fprings forth 

Not yielding to Eliza's worth ; 
Boaſt of her Sex, her Ifle's Delight, 
The Rule and Patroneſs of Right, 
The World's true Balance and Support, 
And gaſping Liberty's OT 


A Queen thus finiſh'd for a Throne, 
Whom Nations court and with their own; 


A Queen by Birth and Merit great, 
The Care and Inſtrument of Fate, 
No ſooner takes the purple Gown, 
But William's juſt Deſigns to erown, 
Reſolves the Hero's Steps to tread, 
And vye with the unequall'd dead. 


Tis done, the mighty Williams Name 
Was ſcarce attended with ſuch Fame. 
It's true the well-· laid Scheme he wrought, 
Bent to the War his inmoſt Thought; 
But ere he could in Arms appear, | 
Death ſtopt the Warrior's bold Career, 
Plung'd deep in Grief the Britiſb Ile, 
And left to Anne th' heroic Toil. 
Anne took th Occaſion, mark d by Fate, 
She knew her Cauſe was Juſt and Great, 
Confirm'd his Meaſures, void of Fear, 
And gave a generous looſe to War. 

| Her 


8. Pokus on ſevtral, Oc ls ox 


Her glorious Triumphs on the Main, 
And matchleſs Victories on the Plain, 
To which th' Imperial Eagle owes | 
His Thunder wreſted from his Foes; 


And Spain her ancient Rights reſtor d, 
With Charles, once own d her lawful 60" 


Till call'd a nobler Crown to wear,, 
He quitted what he ſcorn'd to ſhare : 
Their Barrier to the Dutch . 


Italia in her Bounds maintain d, 


Britannia firſt of Nations own d, 
Europas ſelf, who long had groan d 

To ſee her World fo near enſlav d. 
By Britain's conqu'ring Army ſav d, 


Let ſome ſublimer Muſe rehearſe, 


In ſolemn Numbers, lofty Verſe. * 
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For me, whoſe 8 Skill 
Is ill proportion d to my Will, 
Wiſely I wave ſo bold a Flight, 
And 'ſtead of Pinus me height, 
To A pin Mountains I retire, L JON] 18 
Whoſe Snows ſoon quench the Muſe's Fire 
To Buſineſs now my Thoughts I bend, 
And ſafe to humbler Strains deſcend. 
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Pon dn vie Occasrons 9 


Ad Pontificem, clero H. ;/panico Regis Carol partibus Fo 


venti Anathema minitantem. Authore Domino Abra- 
hamo Stanyan Regine M. B. ad Helvetiæ Pagos Evan- 
gelicos Ableg. extraord. 1706. 


Woſeitur ex Aquild quis dira ronitrua torguet, © 
Tu crepitum tantum, fulmina Ceſar Babet. 
V Tonitru nubes quaſſat, tum fundit in imbre, 
Cum tonat Auſtriacus, te mods flere decet. 

Salmonei ſortis memor eſto, fulmine fifto 
Qui ludens vero concidit igne Fovis. 


Tranſlated thus by the Author of this Colle&ion : 


HENCE Thunder comes is by the Eagle ſhewn, 
Thine's but the Clap, the Bolt's by Cæſar 
thrown. 
As after rattling Peals fierce Showers enſue, 
When th' Auftrian Thunder rolls, thy Tears are due. 


Salmoneus Fate beware, who when he tried 
To act Jove's Part, by real Thunder died. 


— tout de bon, ceft ma Deviſe. 
Jew a Lady to her Lover. 


OUL D Damon ſee the Springs that move 
Nice Annabellas Heart, 
He'd find ſhe's not averſe to Love, 


When Honour guides the Dart. 
C. But 


ö 10 do us an ſeveral Occ s 10M s. 


8 ſo tenacious is her Pride, 


Such Caution guards her Neat, 
That Time and Trial muſt decide 
Who there ſhall be ne 9 


When ſleeping or ID you . 
You burn with equal Fire: 
And tho with other Flames you nn. 
You feed a one Dl c | 


Perhaps to Chloe thi you wales, 
And dream of forty more, 
While in your waking Fits you ths 
: * g n Tu 0 


But whather * tis you ? ay or ” 
Mean civil Things or tender 

When Aunabella s All's at ſtake, 
The Prieſt alone can bend her. 


* „ «7h to, 


EP1TAPH for Mrs. M. H. who died the 10th 
f November, I 1740. 


E RE Patty lies, ad W din 
Was a too frequent uſe of Gin; 
Which as an Anodyne ſhe ſought 
To ſtifle Care, and baniſh Thought. 


PoE Ms on ſeveral Oc As IONS. 11 
Till eighty ſhe its Virtues try'd, 

And when her Stock was out ſhe dy'd. 

What Wealth ſhe had, if Folks ſhould ask, 

She left behind an empty Cask. | 

Thus tho' her Conduct ſome upbraid, 

Her Scores at laſt were even made ; 

And without feeling Want or Weather, 

She finiſh'd Life and Gin together, 


Another upon a favourite Do d. 


ERE Flora lies, alas | from fight remov'd, 
Never was Dog ſo plain, fo much belov d. 
An Emblem this that 'tis not outward Grace, 
A ſymmetry of Parts, or beauteous Face, 
Breeds Love, but ſomething not to be defin d, 
Some hidden Charm that captivates the Mind. 
This made the Whelp, whoſe Epitaph you read, 
Alive ſo fondled, ſo lamented dead. 
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Sacred to the immortal Memory of John late Duke of 
Marlborough, Prince of the Roman Empire, &c. 


He was @ Man, take him for all in all, 
Ine er. ſhall look upon his like again. Hamlet, 
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NV Attempt to Et the Memory of the greateſt 
25 Qaptain that ever Britain produced, can ſurely 
need no Apology with Britons. Elſe might the 

Author of the ſubſequent Pages be induc'd to 

tell the Reader in his Excuſe, that he thought he could 
not employ ſome of the many tedious Hours of an in- 
voluntary Leifure more agreeably to himſelf, nor perhaps 
more uſefully, in ſome Reſpects, than by calling to mind 
ſome of the moſt memorable Actions of a War, whoſe 
Concluſion, if the ſame wiſe and ſteady Counſels, that 
carried it on ſo triumphantly for many Years, had been 
purſued to the End without variation, muſt in all pro- 
bability have proved as beneficial to all Europe, as our late 
incomparable Heros ten Campaigns were glorious to 


On and the Cauſe of Liberty. 


He might urge b that be had obſerved with Surpriſe that 
nothing of any Conſequence, at leaſt in the poetical way, 
has been attempted: ſince his Deceaſe in Commemoration 
of ſo avowed a BenefaQor to his Country, but that he is 
willing to hope this Silence proceeds only from a Con- 

ſciouſneſs 
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Goulet of utter Incapacity to perform any, Pl adequate 
to ſo vaſt a Subject. Yet might he hot, ſtill ask, fince dur 
Hero taught us to be bold and ſucceſsful in the Purſuit and 
Recovery of the juſt Rights and Liberties of Mankind, 
what ſhould hinder thoſe, who have any Talents for 
Writing, from attempting at leaſt {ſomething in His 
Praiſe, to whom we owe ſuch great and invaluable 
Bleſſings ? 


If none but an Apelles muſt 'paitit'an Mexarder, or but 


a Phidias carve a b, where are ſuch divine Artifts to 


be found in this Age, or what muſt become of an Eugene 
or a Marlborough ſome Generations henee, when Tradition 


will be grown weak, and the ſtrongeſt Colours as well as 


Marble itſelf, faded and decayed, through the Injuries of 
Neglect and Time? Muſt the Third William, our late 
great Deliverer, and Founder of our preſen happy Eſta- 
bliſhment, which has been ſo wonderfully brought about 
by Providence, be no otherwiſe tranſmitted to Poſterity 
than by ſuch "periſhable Arts, or by the uncertain, tran- 
fitory Report of Father to their Children? Nay, muſt 
his late 2 preſent' Majeſty, to whom all Europe is fo 
vaſtly indebted for the univerſal Peace it has ſo long en- 


joyed, as well as their three Kingdoms in particular for 


their wiſe, ſteady, and merciful Government, be ſubject 
and confined to ſo limited a Period? God forbid! » Hiſ- 
tory and Poetry, if done by faithful and maſterly Hands, 


will ſupply the Defects of Art, and redreſs the Ravages 
of Time, and Alexander and Julius Ceſar, the brighteſt 


zaun of Antiquity, are ſtill preſerved to us by the ge- 
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P R E F A C E 
nerous Labours of Arrian, Quintus Curtius, and Lucan, 
when we have nothing remaining of the Painter or the 
Statuary. | 


He makes no Doubt too but Britain affords at pre- 
ſent Men of as bright and as tranſcendent Faculties as 
either the Hiſtorians, or the Poet before-mentioned, and 
equally capable of tranſmitting ſo great a Name, as 
that of Marlborough, to ſucceeding Ages, but whether 
Indolence or Prejudice has relaxed or kept under the 
active Spirit within them, it is but too apparent that they 
have not exerted it hitherto in ſo noble an Undertaking. 


As for his Part, though he is far from claiming the 
Prwilege of an Adept in the Poetical Chymiſtry, and 
therefore pretends to no Gift or Inſpiration from the 
Muſes, yet he has adventured from the ſtrong Impulſe 
of a juſt Admiration for the Memory of our Britiſb 
Hero, to try a firſt, though dangerous Experiment, and 
if the Projection ſhould not anſwer, as it frequently 
happens among his viſionary Brethren, he ſhall at leaft 
enjoy the Satisfaction of having publiſhed his Acknow- 
ledgments, as a Member of that Community, which 
our renowned Captain's heroick Actions not only pre- 
ſerved, but rendered Glorious during his Management, 
and of having embarked in a Cauſe, worthy of the Spirit 
and Freedom of an Engliſbman. 


He muſt own nevertheleſs that he is but too conſcious 
to himſelf of having little more to boaſt of in the fol- 
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lowing Performance, than the Merit of having sketched 
out ſome few of the many ſurpriſing Exploits of our 


Hero in the laſt War, and interlaced them with ſuch 


other Matters, Reflexions, and Characters, as either 


enter into the Deſign, or naturally reſult from the Pre- 


miſes, and ſeem adapted to the Piece he intended. He 


confeſſes too that when he firſt committed his Thoughts 


to writing, it was meant for his own Amuſement, and 
if aſterwards he conſented to let them ſee the Light, he 
deſires it may be underſtood to have been done, not 
through any Conceit he entertained of his Work, 


(whoſe Imperfections he is himſelf the firſt to acknow- 


ledge) but purely to animate and excite by his Example 


ſome more elevated Genius to finiſh what he has ſcarce 
begun, or rather to erect a Monument of his own to 
the Memory of ſo great a Man upon a more ſolid 
Foundation, Then indeed he ſhould think he might 
have ſome Reaſon to boaſt of having contributed at 
leaſt to ſome noble Production upon one of the nobleſt 


re eee 
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As to the aſe of the n ch * "ab followed 
in the ſucceeding Poem, he judges there needs little to 
be faid in its juſtification, and the rather becauſe it has 
been practiſed, not only by ſome of our moſt celebrated 
Writers at home, as the immortal Sper/er among others, 
but by thoſe too of the moſt undiſputed Reputation 
abroad, as Ariofto, Taſſo, and Camoens, whoſe Works, 


though not of the modern ou are not ſure the lek 


- worthy 
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worthy of the high eſtimation they are in. But as there 
is ſome Variation among thoſe, who have uſed it, in 
the Number of Verſes contained in every Stanza, as well 
as in the alternate Rhimes and Couplets at the end of 
each, he conceives that the Choice of either is arbitrary, 
as it beſt ſuits with the Writer's Ear or Fancy, ſince 
there ſeems to have been no fix d Rules or Bounds pre- 
ſeribed for this fort of Numbers; with this Exception 
only, that each Stanza ſhould . be alike 'uniform to the 
end, unleſs varied perhaps now and then in the laſt line, 


as it appears in the beginning. 


And now ſome may poſſibly ask, and not unadviſedly 
or unkindly, Cui bono, or what Advantage after all doth 
this Author propoſe to himſelf by producing a thing of 
this Nature, eſpecially if it be true, as it is given out, 
that he is one who has for many Years bent his Thoughts 
and Studies quite another way, and from whom conſe- 
quently might be expected ſomething of a more ſuitable 
tendency, and more within his Province, if he could 
not abſtain from Writing? The Anſwer is, None: That 
great Leiſure has revived an old Inclination, or Folly, 
if you pleaſe; and it is hardly a Queſtion whether the 
wiſeſt of us all is not carried out of his Sphere, at ſome 
unguarded, unbuſied Hour, by ſome prevailing Paſſion, 
or Foible, as Mankind is conſtituted. So no Encourage- 
ment to Vice or Diſhonour intermingle with his Amuſe- 
ments, but on the contrary the moſt exalted Valour and 
Virtue be the Subject of them, and theſe not quite de- 
ſtitute of Skill and Agteeableneſs in their kind, the moſt 
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P R E F A C E. 
rigid and ſupereilious Cenſor cannot ſay they are utterly 
inexcuſable. Beſides, as Failings and Follies are in ſome 
degree univerſal among Men, all that can be ſaid upon 
this Article is, That as they who commit the feweſt 
Faults are certainly the wiſeſt, ſo the ſhorteſt Follies are 
undoubtedly the beſt. This Obſervation may well put 


him in mind of concluding this Preamble. Let it be only 


remembred, that the indulgent, humane, and compaſſio- 
nate Anſwer, which was given in Scripture to thoſe who 
accuſed the Woman taken in Adultery, will be always 
worthy of Remark and Imitation, 


THE 


RH AT Europe owes to Morlbormgh's martial 


P - 


= His matchleſs Victories, and immortal Name, 
Firſt of the facred Maids is thine to tell: 

How Albion, led by him, the Times reviv d, 

When her third Edward, and fifth Honey liv d, 

And oh! 4 what Reverſe her oy fell. 


Say, Codec whincs — Ter — 
And how to ſo much Light ſuch Gloom ſucceeds, 
As hides the former Blaze, and ſhocks the Sight : | 
« What but a rooted” Hate of Britains Cauſe, 

« And Party-Schemes, deſtructive of her Laws, 
« Could work a do wary, « like that - Y to e 


« And yet amid this Dusk Mal wraps the Skies, 
« In groſs, thick Shades, a Gleam falutes my Eyes 
« Auſpicious, glad Preſage of coming Pay: 
« Thus when a Cloud conceals the Sun from Sight, 
« Athwart he darts a. feeble Point of Light, 


* And gives th Expectance of a brighter Ray. 


Here 
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luſe, ti, to pe 1 
'A Scene, where Abion, ftunn'd with her — 
Foregoes her Conqueſts, and forgets her Fame: 

To wave the Task awhile, ſhe wings her Flight 
Where thouſand Charms attract the raviſh d ght, 
And form a Palace worthy of its Nam. 


1 W the 


Triumphant, Ax xa bad the Structure riſe 
For him who rais d her Glory to the Skies, 
Was it a Giſt, or Debt to Valour due? 
Where modem Hands ſo well our Eyes beguile, y 
We fancy tis throughout ſome Raman Mike! 
Or that the. Pres the. Model drew. 4 


Hail Blenheim! once fair Reforma Retreat | 


From Courts, where Beauty walks with. pp ry. eye 


Too oft th unhappy Cauſe of mortal Strife: 

And ahl what Miſchief tell-tale Annals trace 1 25 
From thence, when panting with a King's mo 
The Miſtreſs _ a Victim to the i | 


Where the fam d Bow” r to Sight ir impervious grew, 


Delightful (Gardens, riſe, and court the View, 


Such as with Bridgeman's proudeſt Plans may vie- 


1 


Where Nature blended. with ſuch Art is found, 
The Muſe tranſported thinks tis Fairy Ground, 
Or that another * Salnde her E ** 


— 
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Thy Park how ſpacious, where the fallow Race 
As if in.hallow'd Bounds ſecurely graze, - 
Nor dread the Huntſman's Cry, or Buckhound's Smell! 
How ſweetly mix thy Lawns, Woods, Waters, Glades,, 
Thy rural Proſpects, and thy vernal Shades, 
Where Quires of warbling Philomelas dwell! - 


Tho' ſuch the outward View; what Art can trace 
Th' unnumber'd Charms that fill the inward Space, 
Where Painting ſeems to breathe, and Sculpture move! 
Where Forms, ſcarce. mute, from Looms the Eye deceive; 
Such as Minerva deign'd herſelf to weave, 


When bold. Arachne: with the Goddeſs ſtrove | 


Nor means the Muſe each Emblem to unfold, 
The Task would endleſs prove, ſhould all be told, 
A Heap ſo vaſt what Volumes would contain? 
Unbounded like the humorous Bee, ſhe roves, 
That skims through flow'ry Meads, and ſcented Groves, 
And culls, as Fancy leads, nor culls in ' vain. 


Beſide, to trace the whole more Flegm requires 
Than ſuits the Wartnth ef quick Pierian Fires. 
Whoſe Heat relaxes in a labour'd Strain: 

What they omit, ſtrict Hiſtory may ſupply, 
Or Blenheim's Pillar, tow'ring to the Sky, 
In Proſe, not unally'd to Verſe, explain. 
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If chou, the Mother of the Hero's Race, | 
On whoſe freſh Autumn with Delight we gaze, 
Indulge her Flight, aloft the Muſe ſhall ſoar: + - 
And ſhould the eldeſt of the Warriot's Line, reſt vo 
In whom the Virtues and the Graces jn. 
Accept her Zeal; what ales the Goddeſs more? 


Then' ately Adeassgus ſhall deigu to he: 


Wich good Mewcuſtle, ample Theme for Praiſe : ' 0 // 
The Voice to favour that attempts to ſing 10 
Of Marlborough's and in alternate + Aly ** 


Each Spenſer then ſhall grace the Muſe's a 
The fourfold Offepring of 'a matchleſs Dame, 
Whoſe Form was'beauteous, as her Soul nd: 
Britannia wept her Loſs, and ſtill would moan, 
Did not her Sons in ſweet: Diana own 
A Frame an * a Mind. > bn 


And lo Movig's Tel hn hes: we trace 
Her Father's Mildneſs, with her Mother's Grace, 
Haſtes to the ſſiining Board her Seat to claim 
Hail, Heav'n's late Giſt! if ought the Muſe preſage, $74 
Thy growing Charms ſhall warm the coming Age, 
And every Virtue guard thy envied Fame. 
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Now many a Clime, and many a Danger n 
The long expected Heir appears at laſt 
To cloſe the Scene, but ah how ſhort awhile! 
By Nature curious, and with Talents fraught, 
He travels longer than at firſt he thought, 
To deck with foreign Lights his native Iſle. 


The Gault he viſits, gay amidſt their Chains, 
Nor ſhuns the rougher Swiſe, where Freedom reigns, 

Or Latium's ſubtler Sons in Wiles profound: 

Impartial he their Strength and Weakneſs tells, 

On wide Germanid's jarring Councils dwells, 

And Belgia little State with Union crown'd. 


Here Cupid ſtops his Courſe, and with a Dart 

So pointed wounds his long- reſiſting Heart, 
That, Eymen lights him to his Nuptial Bed: 
Where Love, by Merit rais d, the Contract ſeals, 
Joys ever new the conſtant Couple feels, 

If there be Bliſs on Earth, tis ſo to wed. 


Britain, that miſs d thee long, well hop'd to ſee 
Thy matchleſs Sires, great Youth, reviv'd in thee, 
Godolphin's Wiſdom join'd to Churchill's Flame: 

Sprung from ſuch Loins, couldſt thou have fail'd to prove, 
Like them, the darling Object of her Love, 

And ſhare with them in their immortal Fame? 
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But ah, how ſoon: thou doſt our Hopes deceire! 
Like ſome untimely Birth thy Loſs we grieve,» 
Doom'd only to be ſeen, and ſnatch'd from hence: 
Where's Friendſhip now, and ſoft Compaſſion fled, 
Th' untainted Honour of the Marriage-Bed, 
The Soul of Muſick, and of Arts the Fence ? 


Vain Fence, alas! low lies the high-born Youth, 
The Spring of Bounty, and the Shield of Truth, 
The laſt, ah grief | of great Godo/phin's Line: 
Who now ſhall Merit in diſtreſs defend, 

Or Worth neglected, tho' approv'd, befriend ? 

A Task ſo rare, lamented Shade, was thine. 


Now, heav'nly Gueſt, thou ſhun'ſt 5 Friend's Embrace, 
Nor deign ſt, as heretofore, his Board to grace, 
No more thy flowing Wit his Wonder claims: 

Yet ſhall the Muſe thou honourdſt when alive, 
Attempt at leaſt to make thy Fame ſurvive, 
And to her Blandford's Praiſe devote her Flames. 


But ſoft, fond Maid, here ceaſe your plaintive Stile, 
And with ſublimer Strains your Grief beguile, 
'Tis juſt the Offspring to the Parent yield: s- 
The Hero ſhall your ſinking Spirits raiſe, ccc 
And ſudden change your Cypreſs into Bays, 
With which ſo oft you crown'd him in the Field. 


With 
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With Shellenberg begins th' adventurous Song, 

Since War's firſt Fruits to Shellenberg belong, 

Where Lines impervious hide th' embatteld Foe : | 

But what avails the Covert, or the Mound, 

The pointed Canon, or the Trench profound, 

When Marlborough bids go on, and Britons ſtrike the 
Blow? 


Hail glorious Sequel of a bold Deſign, 
In which deep Thought and ſteady Courage join, 
Thou Source of mighty Victories, yet to come! 


Reviv'd by thee deſponding Nations raiſe 


Their drooping Heads, and chaunt to Heav'n thy Praiſe, 
Gaul from thy Period dates her coming Doom. 


Thou, Hochſtet, follow'ft cloſe, whoſe louder Fame 
Bears to remoteſt Ages Churchill's Name, 
Which ſoars at once to Heights, ſcarce reach'd before: 
Here join'd with Gaul the tough Bavarian tries 
To turn the Scale, till thrice repuls d he flies, 
Dragg'd by the former's Fate, to Belgia diſtant Shore. 


Henceforth, auſpicious Day, on thy return 


What Pyramids ſhall riſe, what Incenſe burn 


What Peals from brazen Tubes thy Glory ſpread |! 
Who ſaw'ſt the routed Gauls or bite the Field, 
Or ſtruck with mortal Terror tamely yield, 


With boaſting Tallard Captive at their Head. __ 
E 2 What 
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What Verſe, immortal Addj/on; could trace 
Like thine, th impetuous Ardours of the Chaſe, 
When his unnumber'd Foes the Hero preſs d? 
How ſeiz d with wild Amaze, and panick Dread, 
When to the Danube's Arm for help they fled, 
Th inhoſpitable Flood o'erwhelm'd each ſinking Gueſt! 


From this deciſive, providential Stroke, 
Europa fears no more the'threaten'd Yoke, 

By juſt Repriſals now ſhe ſpurns her Foes: 
Britannia's valiant Sons, inur'd to Arms, 

Th' enormous Pow'r of Gaul no more alarms, 
Henceforth ſhe tumbles faſter than ſhe roſe. 


Behold where th Auftrian Eagle ſoars amain, | 
She who erewhile lay panting on the Plain, 
Pierc'd by the Cz/tick Cock, now cleaves the Skies: 
Tow'ring ſhe mounts, and mends her ſteady Flight, 
Till by Degrees ſhe gains her native Height, 
Reſumes the Thunder, and to Vengeance Lies | 


Here view Eugenius, Savoy s Boaſt, whoſe Name 
Still echoes through the hundred Mouths of . mY 
Unqueſtion' d Hero, Calm, Intrepid, Wiſe : 57 388 
Quick to contrive, in Execution bold, urg 
He ſeizes Villeroy in his ſtrongeſt Hold, 
Ang baer Cromon fs to be his Prize 


In 
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In fam d Hungaria's Plains his Courſe began, 

Where his firſt Arms beſpoke the future Man, 

Thro' Floods of Turkiſh Gore, there taught to wade: 
Thrice did old 1#er's conſcious Banks ſurvey 

The fearleſs Victor trampling on his Prey, 

Ere yet he crown'd his Labours at Belgrade. 


Germania's Bounds ſecur d, he quits the Chaſe 
Of impious Mahomer's deluded Race, 
To free th' Auſonian States, by Gauls oppreſs d: 
Oer ſteep, impervious Heights unſeen he ſprings, 
Saves gaſping Turin, ſeat of kindred Kings, 
And clears 1»/ubria round of every hoſtile Gueſt 


 Amilcar's valiant Son, of Rome the dread, 
At Canne's fatal Rout, leſs Terror ſpread, 
Though Rome expiring at his Mercy lay : 
Sated with Slaughter, and oppreſs'd with Spoils, 
The Carthaginian ceas'd his martial Toils, 
And loſt the Fruits of that decifive Day. 


Not ſo Eugenius quits the Lombard Plains, 
Again the tow'ring, Snow-clad Alps he gains, 
Down to the Rhine's laſt Surge purſues the Foe: 
Eager to end his Work, ſo well begun, 
Like mighty Julius, deems that nothing's done, 
While ought in Europe's Cauſe remains to do, 


Nor 
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Nor leſs, brave W is ; thy Claims on) n! 
Who ſpread'ſt throughout the War thy glorious Name, 
For which ſucceſſive Crowns thy Temples grace: | 
To Kingdoms rais d, O Victor, hadſt thou known 
Or how to keep, or to reſign thy Throne, | 
Would Heart-conſuming Grief anticipate thy Days? 


See Marlborough there, * War of one Name, 
His Skill proportion'd, to his martial Flame, 
Of Soul unmov'd in Conqueſt or Diftreſs: | 
Through all the countleſs Toils of ten Campaigns 
Nor Force, nor Fraud, his ſteady: Courſe reſtrains, 
Whom greater boaſts old Rome, or older Greece? 


What Hand, like his, could quell th' unbounded Pride 
Of tow'ring Gaul, that Europe's ſelf defy'd, 
Or frighted Auſtria s tott ring Throne ſuſtain? 
Not Edward's Son, or Henry ſo renown'd 
In Britiſh Rolls, with more Succeſs were crown'd, 


On Apincourt's, or Creſſy's fatal Plain. 


Even William's ſelf, the Perſeus choſe by Fate 
To reſcue fair Britannia's ſinking State, 
Ne'er ſoar d to ſuch a Pitch, tho' high he flew: 
Naſſau, tis true, the glorious Chaſe: begun, 1 
But Marlborough finiſnd what he left undone, 
One rous d the Lion, which the other threw. _ 
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When Chieſs, like theſe, concert ſome bold Deſign, 
As when at fam'd Malplaquet once they join, 

Where Woods, in Ambuſh form'd, withhold their Prey: 
Tho' thouſand Deaths th' impervious Fence furround, 
Through thouſand Deaths they climb th' aſpiring Mound, 
And like a ruſhing Storm they force their way. 


Here Hillars ſtands, diſdaining to retreat, 
Gaul's ſole remaining Chief unconquer'd yet, 
In Words triumphant, cer in Action bold: 
Tho' the high Barrier and deep Trench are join'd, 
And thick embattel'd Squadrons move behind, 
Scar d with his Wound the Gaſcon quits his Hold. 


Not ſo the Youth of Godlike Vaſſau's Race, 
When mortal Fears his flying Bands diſgrace, 
In utmoſt Peril leaves the dreadful Fray : 
His Standard fix d in Earth, to me, he cries, 
Your once lov'd Leader on your Aid relies, 
Reviving at his Voice, they. turn and win the Day. 


But ah, brave Prince, how ſhort's thy Valour's Date, 
How ſoon alas! the World laments thy Fate, 
Thou riſing Hero, Friſeland's Joy and Boaſt ! 
Tho' ſnatch'd by Meptune's mad, relentleſs Rage, 
Which Pray'rs nor Tears of Nations could aſſwage, 
Thou liv'ſt in Story, tho in Maeſland loſt. 
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At Steenkirk, Landen too, their Hero fled : 


32 PorMs on ſeveral Occ as1oNs. 


Conſounded at Events ſo ſtrange, ſo new, 
Nor able to account from whence they grew, 
Thus to a truſty Dame the Monarch faid : 
What, are we then become the daily Sport 
Of changeful Fortune, late her fav'rite Court, 
And counting on her wonted Smiles, betray'd? 


Are all our boaſted Arts and Numbers vain, 
By which fo oft we triumph'd on the Plain, 
And mock'd a Foe our Int'reſt was to ſhun ? 
Whom to amuſe with Skill, not join in Fight, 
At Diſtance brave, and threaten out of Sight, 
Was long the meaſur'd Courſe our Armies run? 


A Foe, that like a knotted, well-lopt Oak, 
Receives new Life from each repeated Stroke, 
The very Ax that wounds freſh Strength ſupplies: 
Of Hydra ſcarce ſuch Prodigies are told, 

Not the fam'd Serpent's Teeth produc'd of old 
A growth ſo quick, or of ſo vaſt a Size. 


Their vaunted Orange at Senef gave way, 
And Conde ſhar d at leaſt the doubtful Day; 


Yet when repuls d by our ſuperior Fire, 
With ſo aſſur d an Air his Troops retire, 
As if the Vanquiſh d had in Battle ſped. 
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Long like a Comet's Blaze, that threats fell Woe 
To Nations, or their Chiefs that rule below, 
With Glare amazing I the World affright: 
Till Fortune, jealous of my dreadful Name, 
In one ſhort Hour deſtroys a Life of Fame, 
And Blenheim's Sun ſupplants the Meteor's Light. 


And now when ſtrict Confeſſion, many a Tear, 
A Midnight's Maſs, and Penance moſt ſevere, 
And every counted Bead, its Succour joins : - 
Bold Marlborough, like ſome planetary Hour 
That ſtrikes unlook'd for, with reſiſtleſs Pow'r, 
And Rage impetuous, ſtorms my boaſted Lines. 


His hardy Britons, by their Leader fir d, 
As if with more than mortal Force inſpir' d, 
The vaſt, impenetrable Fence ſurmount : 
In vain Alegre's doughty ſelf I choſe 
Their wild, romantick Fury to oppoſe, 
Himſelf made Captive, ſwells the black Account. 


Nor ſtops the fierce, unſated Warrior there, 
But ſworn at once to finiſh my Deſpair, 
Swift, as the Bird of Jove, he wings his way: 
In proud Ramilia's Plain, O hated Name! 
A ſecond Hochfeet crowns the Victor's Fame, 
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And Gaul receives her Doom on that important Day. 
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Rift with the pond' rous Stroke, a well-link'd Chain 
Of Forts, which Armies might aſſault in vain, 
Unguarded now their uſeleſs Strength betrays: 

Whole Provinces the driving Tempeſt ſhare, 

While Gaul itſelf lies open to the War, 

And dreads at home the F 1 ſhe meant abroad to 
raiſe. 


As an old Lion, worn with Age and Toil, 
Of Teeth and Claws bereft in many a Broil, 
Still when attack d th' unequal Combat tries: 
He foams with Rage, unus d to be control 'd, 
To find his wonted Arms forego their Hold, 
And mad with Anguiſh, through the Deſerts flies. 


So I, though with Years, and ſunk with Woes, 
At Oudenard preſs d Diſdain to ſhun my Foes, 
My Strength exhauſted I again retire : 


Here young Auguſtus, Albion's Hope, diſplays 


His native Worth, and reaps unborrow d Praiſe, 
While my own Race, at difance view the Eire. 


What Numbers can the Fate of Liſle ak. 
Whoſe Siege to tell might ask a Bozleau's Verſe, 
Where Gaul collected Force her Bulwark ſhields : 
Tho' ſpringing Mines, and Flames unceaſing join 
With Floods let looſe,' to thwart the raſh Deſign, 

TIF Vendome's ſelf — 1. darling Fortreſs yields. 
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A Foe ſo daring, and an Act fo bold, 
What Age to come will credit, when 'tis told 
By what Herculean Toils the Fort was won: 
How Temple, Britiſh Chief, whom ev'ry Grace 
Adorn'd, the Boaſt, and Pillar of his Race, 

Oft mounting to th' Attack a thouſand Dangers run. 


The conſcious Scheld to aſtertimes ſhall tell 
How Bruſſels was reliev'd, and Tournay fell, 
At Winnendal how ſhameful my Defeat: 
Where galant Web, to Gaul's eternal Stain, 
When proud La Morte deſpis d his little Train, 
With ſcarce a Handful did an Army beat. 


Where's now of univerſal Sway thy Plan, 
Deluded Monarch, once th' immortal Man, 
Whom nought but Europe's Empire would content ? 
Caught in the fatal Snare, for others laid, 
Thou by thy own Devices art betray d, 
Thy Foes exulting at the juſt Event. 


So Aprigentum's fraudful Tyrant far'd, 
He, who with Flames unſeen by Art prepar'd 
A braſen Bull, in which his Foes he pent : 
Till rous'd to Vengeance at the Wrongs they bore, 
Mankind uniting made the Monſter roar 
In the ſame Fires which he for others meant. 
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To me each Scoffer now the Frog applies, 

Who envying once the Heifer's bulky Size, 

Swell'd hourly, till he burſt his puny Frame : 

Thus had not curs'd Ambition fir'd my Breaſt, 

Nor Dreams of boundleſs Rule diſturbd my Reſt, 

I ſtill might be a King in more than Name. 


The Stateſman now, with many a Secret fraught, 
Henceforward ſets his Machiavel at nought, 
Where each Succeſs on Force or Fraud depends: 
The Warrior too, whom ſtable Maxims ſway'd 
Before, renounces his uncertain Trade, 
And cries, tis Chance, not Art, the Sword befriends; 


The Levee-Dangler, of Camelion Race, 
Who liv'd on th' airy Proſpect of a Place, 
To ſtarving Patience, worſt of Ills, is left: 

No more to Circles with erected Mien 
He haſtes, erewhile ſo pteſſing to be ſeen, 
But lags behind, of Hope itſelf bereft. 


The buskin d Troop in Operas wont to raiſe 
From ftrain'd, romantick Flights, my high-flown Praiſe, 


Or ſoften rugged Truths with ſoothing Sound : 
No more the Scene with graceful Meaſures tread, 


Inchanting Muſick; hangs her drooping Head, 
And mimick Action ſhuns th' abandon'd Ground. 


I | The 


Pokus on ſeveral Oc cAsIoNs. 37 


The cautious Stranger, who with vaſt Surpriſe 
Feeds on my painted Roofs his raviſh'd Eyes, 
Where Fove triumphant, in my Form is plac'd: 
Burſts out, indignant, when the borrow'd Sire 
Of Men and Gods aſſumes the Thund'rer's Fire, 
And ſwoln with Anger, lays whole Nations waſte. 


No more aloft the Pageant Hero ſprings, 
He cries, nor tramples on the Necks of Kings, 
His latter Fate, Le Brun, thy Plan defames : 
Unleſs ſome juſter Hand, thy Jove deface, 
And draw mad Phaeton in th Olympian's Place, 
Th' aſpiring Fool, that ſet the World in Flames. 


How am I faln indeed, like that raſh Boy, 
Whoſe burning. Thirſt of Rule was all his Joy, 
Like him, from Glory's Summit headlong thrown! 
Still more unhappy, as no Friend appears 
To ſhare my Suff rings, or beguile my Fears, 
But Friends. abandon whom their Stars diſown, 


When young, to what amazing. Height I. roſe, 
Boaſt of my Race, and Terror of my Foes, 
By every Muſe uplifted to the Sky : 
Deſpreaux then ſung, the Flaccus of his Age, 
Corneille rais'd Admiration in each Page, 
And ſoſt Racine drew Tears from ev'ry Eye. 


In 
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In Age how ſhifts the Scene | my Court thin ſpread 
With pale, dumb Shades, as if Cartbuſſans bred, 
The gloomy Cloiſter's ſullen Aſpect bears: 
My Councils, mute with Grief, no Help * J 
My Soldiers ſheath an unavailing Sword, 
And every Face a moving Sorrow wears, - 


Had Buſſy liv'd, whoſe bold, ſatirick Flame 
Dar'd to his Coſt, my looſer Hours proclaim, 
When Love and War alternate ſhar'd my Throne: 
He, whoſe repenting Muſe, in Sorrow drown'd, 

Firm to the laſt my juſt Reſentment found, 
To ſooth my Anguiſh, would have check'd his own. 


Yet thou art filent, whoſe Advice ne'er fail'd 
To bring ſweet Comfort, when ill Stars prevail'd, 
Whoſe Arts were wont to prop and deck my Throne: 
More than its Partner thou, my boſom Friend, - 
Able alike to charm, and to defend, 
By wond'rous Gifts of Mind, excell'd by none. 


Speak, if as heretofore I always found 
Thou haſt a Balſam ſtill for ev'ry Wound, 
Ah, quickly to my tortur'd Soul give Eaſe: 
If haply there be cure for 1lls, like mine, 
What Mouth for Council is fo skill'd as thine, 
Which when it liſts, breathes War, or dictates Peace? 


hs F 
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Too late I ſee to what ſurpriſing Height 
Th' intrepid Hefo wings his daring Flight, 
Whom Juſtice governs, and whom Wiſdom guides: 
Earth's Bounds alone his Progreſs ſhall control, 
Nor Toils nor Dangers ſhake th' undaunted Soul, 
Where Thirſt of Freedom and of Fame reſides, 


He ſaid: the gifted Matron thus return d. 
How I your Fortune's ſtrange Reverſe have 'mourn'd, 
Theſe Streams ſtill flowing from my Eyes, confeſs : 
But tho' vain Grief may ſuit our tender Frame, 
In your ſuperior Sex it turns to ſhame, | 
Man ſinks to Woman, in ſo ſoft a Dreſs. 


Then rouſe, nor let it through the World be ſpread, 
That once unmanly Tears a Monarch ſhed, 
What Arms have loſt, by Art we may retrieve: 
And tho' the Lion's Claws be pard and torn, 
The Seryblance of the Fox, if timely worn, 
Tho' ſtale the Slight, may yet the Foe deceive. 


Hear then, if Souls in Bliſs can ought foreſee, 
How vaſt a Change*th' unerring Fates decree, 
To me tis given their inmoſt Folds to trace: 
Your gen'rous Confidence, and matchleſs Flame 
For one, whoſe Story nuft debaſe your Fame, 
Inforce the grateful Senſe your Bounties raiſe. 


40 PorMs on ſeveral Occ asloNs. 


From my Example learn the Turns of Fate, 
Which doom'd me once an abject Cripple's Mate, 
In whoſe facetious Muſe was all our Store: 
Thus low at firſt, to ſuch a Height 1 grew, 
No Comet e'er ſuch Admiration drew, 
Nor could your onee ſwift Conqueſts challenge more. 


Scarce unpoſſeſs d of Royalty I ſhine, 
And all its Honours by your Grace are mine, 
No Boons you grant but what my Hand beſtows : 
In this exalted State Self-love alone | 
Would prompt my Courage to ſupport your Thrane, 
Hear then with Wonder what the Fates diſcloſe. 


The Saint, whoſe hallow'd Shrine and myſtick Fire 
Suppreſs the raging Flames of looſe Deſire, 51 
And form of wordly Nymphs a heav'nly Train: 
As in the dead of Night I wakeful lay, 

Shot thro' my Curtains, like a folar Ray, 

And thus pronounc'd a more than mortal Strain. 


Thou, who prefid'ſt o'er all my ſacred Rites, 
In whom thy Saint confides, thy King delights, 
| Whom wondring Nations almoſt Queen behold : 
Attend, nor is for nought this Viſion ſent, 
Know tis a Sign the Pow'rs above relent, 
And Gaul's Deliv'rance by my Mouth unfold. 
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The Time's at hand, when her inſulting Foe 
Shall ceaſe to conquer, and his Spoils forego, 
The trembling Prey within his Gripe releaſe: 
Diſcord and Faction ſhall his Laurels tear, 

And fierce Britannia, Miſtreſs of the War, 
Shall to the vanquiſh'd yield, and ſue for Peace. 


O unexampled Turn of winding Fate, 
Unheard of Fortune of a falling Btate, 
The Dream of Fools, and Fable of the Wiſe ! 
Tho' Gaul wax faint with many a bleeding Wound, 
Tho' Albion's Triumphs to the Stars reſound, 
The Dying conquers, and the Victor flies: 


One more Campaign had Gaiz!'s laſt Frontier broke, 
And ſtately Paris felt the Britiſh Yoke, 

Arras, or Cambray won, the Labour ends: 

At ſuch a Criffs to difarm the Foe, 

And turn upon himſelf the threatned Blow, 

For the whole Wat's Miſtakes makes large amends. 


Now what avail his vaſt, united Pow'ts, : 
And ten Years Triumphs, fince the Prize is ours ? 
Vain Conqueſts raiſe but ill the Conqu'ror's Fame: 
Exhauſted Treaſures, and fell Party-rage, 
Which Time can ſcarce tepair, or Laws aſſuage, 
| Are all the Trophies his own Annals claim. 


G With 
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With Temple firſt begins this turn of State, 
What Tongue can Temple's ſolid Worth relate, 
The Camp's Example, and the Court's Delight? 
Firm to his Cauſe, in Senate or in Field 
He to his Country's Foes diſdains to yield, 
And like the Sun he ſets to riſe more bright. 


To Townſhend ſoon the whirling Change proceeds, 
Who the ſame Path with equal Glory treads, 
Scorning for private Ends, a publick Place : 

In early Youth for Skill and Caution fam'd, 
He to the Belgian Embaſſy was nam'd, 
Where his own Barrier-Treaty ſpeaks his Praiſe. 


A Day ſhall come, when Worth, like his, ſhall blaze 
Anew, and ſhine with more diſtinguiſh'd Rays, 
Unſhaken Truth again his Breaſt inſpire : 

Till worn with Toil, at his own Suit diſplac'd, 
His Zeal unleſſen'd, and his Name unrais'd, 
Wiſely he ſhall from Courts again retire. 


Somers, ſuperior Genius, next withdraws, 
An abler Lawyer never pleaded Cauſe, 
Did ever Chancellor more grace his Truſt ? 
What Subject e er was fitter to preſide 
In Councils, or the Helm of State to guide, 
True to his Prince, and to the Publick juſt ? 


Whene'er 
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Whene'er he ſpoke what Energy was found 
In ev'ry Word, what Muſick in the Sound, 
The Senate's Oracle, and Council's Guide ? 
Such his unqueſtion'd Worth, his Skill fo rare, 
To ſeetle Crowns was truſted to his care, 

And future Monarchs on his Zeal rely'd. 


The great Godolpbin follows, whom to name 
Alone implies the moſt exalted Fame, 
Conſurnmate Stateſman, ſteady, faithful, wile : 
While he directed, ſcarce a Day paſs'd o'er, 
But Peals of joyful Canon ſhook the Shore, 
And Albion Triumphs reach'd the vaulted Skies. 


What Fleets, what Armies were by him ſuſtain'd, 
What Towns abroad, what Laws at home were gain d, 
To what a wondrous height did Auna riſe ? 
Tho' Guardian of the publick Wealth he ſtood 
For nine whole Years, unblemiſh'd, unpurſu'd, 


With empty Hands and upright Heart he dies. 


I ſee the Man, who twice five Years maintain'd 


His Country's Cauſe, and many a Battle gain d, 
Io blind, domeſtick Rage, a Victim fall: 
In height of Conqueſt ſtript of his Command, 


The willing Exile quits his native Land, 
Till Time and Fate the injur d Chief recall. 


G 2 Abroad 
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Abroad victorious, and ador'd at home, 
The Scourge of Carthage, and the Shield of Nome, 
Thus Godlike Scipio fell, by Fraud opprefs'd : 
Accus d like him, undaunted, and ſedate, 
Like him too, Mari ruugb bears his adverſe Fate, 


Nor hides the leaſt Reſentment in his Breaft. 


Erect he ftands amidſt his clamorous Foes, 
And ſcorns th' unſeemly Dirt their Malice throws, 
Then to their noiſy Taunts he thus replies: 

« Should Alion once again my Aid demand, 
« She ne'er ſhall want a faithful Patriot's Hand, 
« That loves his Country, but her Foes defies. 


Then round th' Aſſembly with his wonted Mien, 
A conſejous Merit in each Motion ſeen, 


He throws a parting Look with matchlefs Grace: 


Now turning where his Friends in Grief appear, 
The Hero melts to ſee them touch'd fo near, 


And guſhing Tears bedew his manly Face. 


What Scene was cer fo moving to the view ? 
Ev'n Envy's felE that ne er Compaſſion knew 
Before, laments the Man whom moſt ſhe dreads: 
Withdrawn, he leaves his better part behind, 

His deathleſs Fame, to no Retreat confin'd, 
Supplies his Abſence, and his Laurels ſhades. 
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Yet ſee thoſe Britons, who in many a Fight 
Had ſtood the brunt of Gaul ', ſuperior Might, 
Foremoſt in Dangers, and to Victory bred : 
Soon as new Plans their darling Chief difgrace, - 
How do they hail the Man that fills his Place, 
Buy open Threats, or fecret Wiles miſted | 


No more with of wonted Battles fir'd, 
Their Spirits flag, as if with Conqueſt tir'd, 
And prove an eafy Prey to Party-Broils: 
Tho' ſtartled at the War's inverted Scheme, 
They move reluctant with the changing Stream, 
And quit the brave Companions of their Toils. 


Thus headlong Faction in a deſtin'd Hour 
Diſſolves the Bands of ſtrong, confed'rate Pow'r, 
That Gau ſubſiſts to Diſcord's Flame we owe: 
In this one Act her fingle Force unties 
A Knot, which elſe all human Strength defies ; 
The Vanquiſh'd triumphs now without a Blow. 


| Gare, like the Palm, by dint of Preffure fpreads, 
No more her Lilies bend to Earth their Heads, 

But riſe aloft, and ſhade the Climes around: 

In Arts unconquer'd ſhe the Seeret knows 

To ſtop the rapid Progreß of her Foes, 

And reach again the Skies, tho levell's with the Ground. 


Mens 
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Mens Paſſions, mounting quick, as ſoon ſubſide, 
Like Seas revuls'd with each alternate Tide, _ 

Now ebb, now flow, increaſe and {ink by Turns: 

Thus many a Lover, rais d to ſudden Flame, 

Warmly at firſt purſues the fancy d Dame, 

Then lightly quits the Fair, for whom erewhile he burns. 


So when two rival Kings with equal Force 
Contend for Conqueſt at th Iberian Courſe, 
Hard proves the Tug, ere one his Claim foregoes: 
But when the long-conteſted Prize is won, 

The Victor grieves that e er the Race was run, 
And ſlights the Palm, for which the Strife aroſe. 


Faireſt of Iſles, for Liberty renownu d.. 
But changeful as the Waves that gird thee round, 
Whom Deeps unfathom'd from the World divide: 
What Frenſy prompts thee to transfer thy Truſt 
From him whoſe Valour laid thy Foes in Duſt, 
To one dem to the vanquiſh'd Side? 


And thou, ſucceeding Chief, whoſe ancient Flame 
In Albion o Cauſe: adorns thy noble Name, 
What ſudden Cloud o ercaſts thy brighter Days? 
In Landen's hapleſs Field thy Courage ſhines, 

The Patriot there with the young Hero joins, 

And Plige's Trophies fince increaſe thy Praiſe. 
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Thus glorious hadſt thou fix d thy Period here, 
Nor ſought new Triumphs in a borrow'd Sphere, 
Wouldſt thou in foreign Climes an Exile ſtray ? 

But when a long Diſguſt with Party joins, 
And change of Hands gives riſe to new Deſigns, 
Ambition bids go on, and Vengeance leads the way. 


For ten ſucceſſive Years, a royal Dame 
On great E/iza's Model builds her Fame, 
Boaſt of her Sex, and Wonder of her Time: 
Could ſhe unſhifting to the end purſue 
The ſteady meaſures whence her Glory grew, 
Beyond Eliza's height would Anna climb. 


While Marl#rough o'er her conqu'ring Arms preſides. 
And wiſe Godolphin all her Councils guides, 
No Queen in Story was like Anna bright: 
Thoſe Suns once ſet, an univerſal Gloom 
O'erſpreads the Globe, as if twere Nature's Doom, 
And all her former Day is chang'd to Night. 


With loud Pretence, but with unequal Force 
New Racers undertake the dang'rous Courſe, 
Who meaſure for a time the bounded Space : 
Till ſpent with Toil, and conſcious of the Speed 
Of rival Courſers, whoſe Approach they dread, 
They leave the beaten Track, and lead a Wild-Gooſe 


Chaſe. 
„ RE Say 
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Say you, whoſe Arts could wiſer Heads control, 
What Bait allures you to o'crlook the Goal, 
When all to nothing for the Prize you run: 
Had you but once the circling Ground ſurvey'd, 
And call'd your boaſted Cunning to your Aid, 
Yourſelves had born the Palm, which others won. 


What Craft or Skill eould ſuch a Scheme contrive? 
What Zeal of Party make a Project thrive, 
Where private Pique ſways more than publick Praiſe ? 
Say why, when Fate propitious to your Vows 
A lucky Peace on your own Terms allows, 
Your Country's Friends you drop, her Foes to ſave. 


Again, who knows not that the looſeſt Times 
Of old, tho' winking at domeftick Crimes, 
The common Rights of Nations ſtill maintain d? 
That thoſe, how great ſoe er, who dar'd defy 
The publick Faith, that univerſal Tie, 
Were ſtrictly cenſur'd, tho a Vero reign'd ? 


Yet when the Helm you guide, leſe Vigour's ſeen, 
Witneſs the mangled Agent of your Queen, 
Whom hireling Gault on Alpin Heights furpriſe, 
Tho' truſting to his facred Charge he bleed, | 
And Laws of God and Man for Vengeance plead, 
Th' Aﬀaſſms ſcape, and the Remembrance dies. 
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If ſuch Rewards on publick Service wait, 
Thrice happy they, who in a private State 
Far from a thankleſs Court's Allurements dwell: 
Where Independence reigns, and Virtue ſmiles, 
And well-plac'd Love Life's tedious Hours beguiles, 
There breathes Content, tho in an humble Cell. 


But ſee, their new-rais'd Structure to maintain, 
How the raſh Builders all their Sinews ſtrain 
Immortal Villiam's Fabrick to o'erthrow : 

Thy Genius, Albion, thwarts the mad Deſign, 
The half-bred Workmen fear to ſpring the Mine, 
Tho' four long Winters had prepar'd the Blow. 


Ti now too late, their chymick Hopes are paſt, 
Th' unbleſt Projection mocks their Toils at laſt, 

In vain they'd cover what begins to glare : 

But lucky Jars among themſelves prevent 

Its further Growth, . ſome puſh, and ſome repent, 
And all their fine-ſpun Schemes are built in Air. 


By Feuds like theſe, Gaul rears again her Head, 
She who erewhile ſo low, appear'd as dead, 
Revives at once with Aſpect undiſmay d: 

Routs her unguarded Foes, at Denain caught, 
Wins back by Art, what they by Valour got, 
And triumphs in her turn by Albion Aid. 


H Surpriſing 
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Surpriſing Change! now Spain returns apace 
To her old Voke, and crouching ſues for Grace, 
Not ſo her braveſt Sons for Mercy plead: 

Their Terms rejected, and their Rights deny'd, 
Undaunted they the laſt Extremes abide, 
And loſs of Freedom more than Tortures dread. 


Bluſh, Abion, who not only ſaw ſt their Woes 
Unmov'd, but didſt aſſiſt their mortal Foes, 
And yet not Thou, but They who rul'd thy State: 
Say, what Excuſe could thy Conductors frame | 
For leaving thoſe, who their known Laws reclaim, 
And letting brutal Force decide their Fate? 


Baſe, and unworthy of the Brizi/h Name, 
Who dar'd the ſacred, publick Faith diſclaim, 
Can raſh Engagements be for Crimes a Plea ? 
Your injur'd Country the foul Act deteſts, * 
Such rank Injuſtice ſtains not Brit#i/h Breaſts, 
Such as paſt Times ne er view'd, nor ſhall the future ſee. 


Brave Catalans, ſeduc'd by Freedom's Charms, 
In Treaties faithful, and renown'd in Arms, | 
How undeſerv d and dreadful is your Lot! 
The noble Stand you made in Europe's Cauſe, 
For trampled Rights, and for expiring Laws, 
For which, hard Fate! you ſunk, ſhall never be forgot. 


Now 


PoE Ms on ſeveral Oc cAs IoNS. 51 


Now ſhall the blended Crowns, tho' Clouds ariſe 
That blacken for a time their kindred Skies, 
Henceforth unite, while Blood and Int'reſt hold : 
How do the vaſt, contiguous Empires reach 
From Britains Channel down to Calpe's Beach, 
Where great Alcides fix d his Bounds of old. 


What hinders then, but the late darling Scheme, 
Tho' failing in your Days, no ſick Man's Dream, 
Some luckier Juncture may in time renew? 

If Gaul alone could Europe s Pow'rs abide, 
And ſtem for half an Age ſo ſtrong a Tide, 
With Spain to friend, how boundleſs is her View! 


One Bar ſtill lies acroſs, for lo! the time 
Draws nigh that ſhall prote& a neighb'ring Clime, 
Sophia's Son to Anna's Throne ſucceeds: 

War threats again, but all Efforts are vain, 
Pacifick George begins a Halcyon Reign, 
And Europe long enjoys the Reſt ſhe needs. 


From Anne's Demiſe a noted Æra ſprings, 
That gives to Britain a new Race of Kings, 
Celeſtial Aid, for her Deliv'rance ſent : 
Her late deſpairing Sons now ceaſe to mourn, 
Their Fears are vaniſh'd, and their Joys return 
With George, and Fortune crowns the great Event. 


- What 
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What Nation in effect, or Age e er view'd 
A Prince by Nature more inclin d to good, 
Humane, beneficent, wiſe, ſteady, mild? 
Thro' his whole Reign what Inſtance can be ſhewn 
Where Juſtice fail'd, or Mercy ſhun d the Throne, 
When Guilt repented, or Occaſion ſmil'd ? 


Reſtor'd to his Command now Mar/# rough waves 
Again the Truncheon, and his Country faves 
Once more, tho' abſent he directs the Fight: 

The Clans ſubdu'd, their Leaders ſcow'r away, 
For ever doom'd in foreign Lands to ſtray 


With him, who hopes to gain a Crown by Flight. 


Who but a Party can their Fortune grieve, 
What Mortal can excuſe, or Prince forgive 
Whom wiſeſt Laws, nor ſacred'ſt Oaths could bind > 
Whom fraught with Treaſon, impotent, and vain, 
No Favour could oblige, nor Loſs reſtrain, 
Ere Preſton harbour'd whom Rebellion join'd ? 


Forth iſſuing from the North the frantick Crew 
In ſporting Semblance the Mock-chaſe purſue, 
With ſerious Aim three Kingdoms to inſlave: 

But when a martial Force their Banners fpread, 
With gallant Wills advancing at their Head, 
Seis'd with a fudden Fright they Mercy crave. 


That 
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That Fire extinguiſh'd, tho' new Heats ariſe, 
Check d in its Birth the bubling Ferment dies, 
In vain the miter'd Agent fans the Flame: 
Tho' Spider-like the treach'rous Loom he ſpread, 
So thin's the Texture, and fo fine the Thread, 
That the leaſt Touch diſſolves the well-ſpun Frame. 


Thou bold Fomenter of thy Country's Broils, 
Tho' bitter be the Fruit of all thy Toils, 
To die in Exile is thy gentler Fate: 
How ſhould Example or Religion thrive, 
When Prieſts, that ſhould be Guides, like Jehu drive, 
Reſolv'd to govern, or o erturn the State? 


Now Jars abroad, and home-bred Quarrels ceaſe, 
And Gaul exhauſted ſeeks a laſting Peace, 
Deep-rooted Hate to federal Friendſhip yields: 
The-wiſe Example gains the Nations round, 
Peace, and her thriving Arts maintain their Ground, 
While George's ſteady Hand the Scepter wields. 


But ah! what Roſe with Thorns uncircled grows, 
Or where abides the Bliſs, unmix'd with Woes ? 
How tranſient too the firſt, while theſe remain ! 
Amidſt her ſhort-liv'd Joys Britannia weeps, 

Robb'd of her darling Sons no Bounds ſhe keeps, 
Like Hecuba ſhe howls, diſtracted with her Pain. 


Thou, 
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Thou, Halifax, leadſt up this Dance of Death, 
Now mute, yet how ſonorous once thy Breath, 
When ſtrong Perſuaſion dwelt upon thy Tongue! 
Oft has thy piercing Speech in Britains Cauſe 

Struck noiſy Faction dumb, and forc'd Applauſe, 
While liſtning Senates on each Accent hung. 


Nor was within thoſe Walls thy Worth confin'd ; 
The Gifts that flow'd from thy capacious Mind, 
In three ſucceſſive Reigns recorded ſtand: 
To Honours rais'd, and fraught with Learning's Stores, 
Thee ev'ry Science, ev'ry Mule adores, 
Fed or encourag'd by thy bounteous Hand. 


Not all the Bleſſings, of which Courtiers ee 
The higheſt Stations, and a King's Eſteem, 
Could fave thee, Stanbope, from an early Fate: 
Tho' ſtricteſt Honour, Learning, Friendſhip, Fame 
In War and Peace, conſpire to raiſe thy Name, 
Such Aids avail not to prolong thy Date. 


Yet ſtill thy Mem'ry's to thy Country dear, 
Thy Virtues live in ev'ry Boſom there; 
Tranſcendent Worth, like thine, thy Name ſhall fave: 
Th' untainted Stateſman, and th' unchanging Friend, 
So rare in Nature, not with Nature end, 
But reſcu d by the Muſe ſurmount the Grave. 


: 
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See Churchill too, whoſe bold, ſucceſsful Flame 
Made Armies, wont to conquer, dread his Name, 
Falls of himſelf to Time a deſtin'd Prey: 

Ceaſe, Albion, then to mourn, ſince Ammon's Son, 
Cz/ar, and Naſſau the ſame Courſe have run, 
And yet their Fame till lives, unconſcious of Decay. 


Tho' ſmall on Earth the Spot, which now contains 
The once victorious Mar/5rough's laſt Remains, 
His nobler Part to upper Skies withdraws : 
There rais'd on Thrones his old try'd Friends he meets, 
The great Godolphin, Somers, Stanhope greets, 
His Fellow-Champions in their Country's Cauſe. 


Then mounting thro' the vaſt Expanſe of Light, 
Swift, as a Falcon ſhoots, he wings his Flight, 
To reach the Sphere, which ancient Patriots grace : 
Timoleon, Scipio, Cato there he joins, 
Himſelf, like Phæbus, in the Center ſhines, 
And every Orb reſounds with his ſuperior Praiſe. 


Still, mighty Spirit, tho remov'd by Fate, 
Thy ruling Influence guards thy native State 
From home-bred Faction, and the foreign Foe : 
Secur'd by thee, th illuſtrious Brunſwick Line 
On Albion Throne ſhall unmoleſted ſhine, 
While Liberty and Virtue breathe below. 


55 
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The Toils of Empire but increaſe their Care 
Of Albion's Safety, whether Peace or War 
Turn out at laſt, in Europe's Balance weigh'd : 
Th' unbiaſs d Mind, which ſound Reflexion guides, 
Smiles at the Lot, which Art or Chance decides, 
While Brunſwick reigns, and Britain lends her Aid. 


If War but threat, a hundred Veſſels ſpread 
Their ſwelling Sheets o'er Ocean's fomy Bed, 
And ſcour the ſouthern Seas, and northern Coaſt : 
The Swede protected faves a ſhatter d Throne; 

Th' invading R#/s now trembles for his own, 
And ſcarce the Spaniard of his Mines can boaſt. 


What tho' Gibraltar, Europe's utmoſt Bound, 
For its known Strength and ſpacious Port renown'd, 
From jealous Foes, a double Siege ſuſtain : 

In vain, tho' unprovok'd, they raſhly wage 
Inſulting War, to ſooth a Woman's Rage, 
Still ſhall the Britiſb Fort control the midland Main. 


Tho' late forgetful of his paſt Alarms, 
Charles wiſely now reſpects Britannia's Arms, 
Thoſe Arms to which his reſcu'd Crowns he owes : 
Thoſe Arms, by which Sicilia fruitful Ile 
Renouncing Viclor, ſwells th' imperial Stile, 
And gives new Umbrage to aſpiring Foes. 


George | 
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George now he owns for Europe's Safety nurs d, 
The ſecond, brave, and ſteady, like the firſt, 
As ſtrict Aſſertor of his People's Right: 
And yet ſo mild, all gentle Arts he tries 
To cloſe a Breach, whence fierce Contentions riſe, 
Ere arming ſlow he meditate the Fight. 


See now th' Effect of knowing to forbear, 
$þain drops at once the long - impending War, 
Old Leagues revive, and ſtrong Reſentments ceaſe: 
A turn ſo quick amazes Friends and Foes, 
The well- concerted Act who dares oppoſe? 
Charles weighs the great Event, then ſigns the Peace. 


The Sanction ſettled now full Vigour gains, 
And skreens from future Wars the German Plains, 
While Auſtrian Rights to female Heirs deſcend : 
Young Carlos enters on mature Debate 
Fair Parma's Dutchy, and the Tiſcan State; 
Thus long Diſputes in laſting Union end. 


Hail, happy Period | now each Panick's Oer, 
And Fleets and Armies fright the World no more, . 
What Tongue can all the Charms of Peace relate? 
Thy Work, good Harrington, be thine the Praile, 
For this the Royal Voice thy Name ſhall raiſe, . 
And truſt with thee the Secrets of the State. 


I Britannia, 
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Britannia, hail | whom, free from War's Alarms, 


Auguſtus rules, and Carolina charms, 

Alike deſerving of thy People's Truſt : 

Which of thy beſt-lov'd Kings, by Rapin ſhewn ' 
In ſtrong reſembling Lights, e er grac'd the Throne, 
Like him, whoſe leaſt Deſert is to be juſt? ; 


To Empire callF'd, he makes the Laws he found, 
And long-eſtabliſh'd Rights, his utmoſt Bound, 
Squares by this golden Rule his regal Sway: 

Thus equal to his Truſt, thus truly great, 
He reigns th' indulgent Father of his State 


O er Subjects ſtriving who ſhall beſt obey. 


His matchleſs Conſort, by ſtrict Conſcience led, 


' Prefers her Brunſwick's to th' Imperial Bed, 


Who doubts the Match was pre-ordain'd above ? 
Great Patroneſs of Arts, of ſweeteſt Frame, 
What diſtant Region has not heard thy Fame, 
Thy rare Endowments, and connubial Love ? 


To ſhew tis lefs to reign, than to be wiſe, 
And that deep Science is the nobler Prize, 


An humble, filent Groz's her lov'd Retreat: 


Eſcap'd from Grandeur, and divorc'd from Care, 
She haſtes to viſit Gueſts ſhe harbours there, 


| Whoſe marble Buſts adorn the ſylvan Seat. 


- 


And 
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And now revolving what their Works contain, 
Earth, Seas, and Heav'ns ſhe meaſures o'er again, 
Deſcries new Lights, which ancient Plans control : 
She fathoms ev'ry Depth they try'd before, 

Extracts from each rich Mine the ſolid Ore, 
Which anſw'ring to the Touch tranſports her raviſh'd 
Soul, 


Th' unalter d Laws of Nature here ſhe ſees, 
And how each moral Duty ſprings from theſe, 
Whence, and how varied, Good and Evil grow: 
Unwearied in her Search ſhe finds at laſt 
That Happineſs in ſtricteſt Truth is plac d, 

The ſacred Source, whence endleſs Bleſſings flow. 


Hence too ſhe learns the moſt ſucceſsful way 
To govern Realms is by a gentle Sway, 
Vice to diſcourage, and Deſert to raiſe: 
No wonder then, when glad Germania ſhares 
Her Lord's lov'd Preſence, and paternal Cares, 
She rules at home with univerſal Praiſe. 


So when the Sun, whoſe golden Beams produce 
On Earth whatever is to Life of uſe, 
To bleſs the nether Regions takes his Flight: 
Reſplendent Luna mounts the upper Skies, 
His radiant Seat till his Return ſupplies, 


And chears th Horizon with her ſilver Light. 
I 2 In- 
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Inchanting Richmond ! of whoſe awful Cell 
Apollo's choſen Sons ſuch Wonders tell, 
Without all imple, but within divine: 
Tho' waſting Time thy lofty Heights ſhall raze, 
And hide in Ruins thy delightful Face, 
Not the Cumæum Cave more laſting proves than thine, 


From ſo ound a Stock a ſevenfold W 
Springs forth adorn d with ev'ry princely Grace, 
Rejoice each Brizo# at a Sight ſo rare: 

Their eldeſt 'Frederick in Succeſſion firſt, 

For Worth and Honour ſhews a noble Thirſt, 

And ſtrives to merit Crowns he late ſhall wear 


When his great Parents left their native Soil 
To bleſs and to protect the Brisiſp Ile, 
How was this Pledge ador'd they left behind! 
To Albion call'd, 'with what a winning Grace, 
His Father's Image ſtampt upon his Face, 
He captivated ſoon each Subjects Mind! 


Sweet - natur'd, lib'ral, courteous, and ſincere, 
No wonder if the Mallian Prince appear 
The Hope of Kingdoms and of Courts the pride: 
At his throng d Cirole, foy dilates each Breaſt, 
To ſee him treat each Subject as a Gueſt, 
And throw engaging Smiles on ev ry fide. 
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Next William ſhoots in a well-ſeaſon d bloom, 
A ſure preſage of golden Fruits to come, 
Such as by Pointz ingrafted ripen faſt: 
Beſt Nature in the lovely Youth is found, 
His Genius ſprightly, and his Judgment ſound, 
And Learning ſpreads by his Example grac'd. 


Of Port majeſtick, but of Aſpect ſweet, 
Then Auna comes, with ev'ry Charm replete, 
Imperial Juno moves with ſuch an Air: 
Amelia next appears to gild the Scene, 

In brightneſs vying with the Cyprian Queen, 
When Fove pronounc'd her faireſt of the Fair. 


Now Caroline ſucceeds, by all allow'd 
Mild, gracious, prudent, eager to do good, 
Another Pallas in her Form deſcends : 
Mary, Louiſa follow, ſweeteſt Pair, 
If in their Morning Dawn they riſe ſo fair, 
What dazling Light their Noon-tide Fires attends! 


Theſe precious Gifts, from whence her Saf ty grows, 
To thee, heroic #ill:am, Britain owes, 
To thee, her (great-Deliv'rer, when oppreſs d: 
Such Bleſſings to ſecure, the Royal Pair 
Commits them, Valpole, to thy watchful Care, 
Thou firſt of Stateſmen, and of Friends the belt. 


Thy 
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Thy firm Attachment to thy Country's Cauſe 
In Times of Trial, claims her juſt Applauſe, 
Nor leſs in happier Days reſounds thy Fame: 
Tho' grac'd by two ſucceſſive Kings thou ſoar 
To Heights no Commoner e'er reach'd before, 
What Voice but Envy's can thy Conduct blame? 


And if four Spleen, or W Party tries 
To ſtain that Worth thy very Rivals prize, | 
How doth thy Tullian Tongue their Wiles confound} | 
And tho' in twice five Years one Point they gain 
Beyond their Hopes, they lance their Darts in vain, 
Short is their Triumph, whilſt thou keep'ſt thy Ground. 


Whither, miſtaken Britons, would you tend ? 
And whence proceed your Clamours without end? 
What frightful wild Chimeras haunt your Doors? 
Truth's ever calm, and like deep Rivers glides 
Serenely ſmooth, unruffled by the Tides, 

While Falſhood, like a ſhallow Torrent, roars. 


Be this your Touchſtone, and 'twill ſoon diſcloſe 
Who are your real Friends, and who your Foes, 
Which Party to embrace, and which to ſhun: 
Diſpel vain Fears, and tho to Change too prone, 
You'll find no Nation happy like your own, 
You neer can be but by yourſelves undone, 
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A Peace with ſuch Allies, obſerv'd with Care, 
Shall more avail than all the Views of War, 
Make Gaul reflouriſh, tho reduc'd fo low: 
Diſputes in Church and State ferment in vain, 
The ſtubborn Senate drags an Exile's Chain, 
And dext'rous Fleury wards th' unguarded Blow. 


But ſhould War's Arts o'er thoſe of Peace prevail 
At laſt, what Chance can fave us, if we fail ? 
What Pow'r like Auna once, will Gaul befriend ? 
Can the moſt heated Roman Faith preſume 
Upon a ſecond Miracle to come, 

Or that another War would like the former end ? 


Nor think, tho Marlb'rough, late of Gaul the dread, 
Be number'd now among the peaceful Dead, 

That Hope revives, or Danger threats no more: 

Still many a Britiſb Chief, of deathleſs Name, 

Still Cobham, Wade, Arg yle maintain their Fame, 
And under martial George would conquer as before. 


Here clos'd the circled Form, confeſt to Sight, 
Then darted upwards in a Stream of Light, 
As when ſome Meteor ſhoots along the Skies : 
Then rouſe, my Prince, and bid farewel to Care, 
With coſtly Off rings to the Shrine repair, 
Where the Protector-Saint in balmy Odour lies. 


A 
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FOR 
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In an Epiſtle to the Right Honourable | 
Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


Urit enim Fulgore ſuo, qui pregravat Artes 
Infra ſe pefitas. Extinttus amabitur idem. 
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To the Right Honourable 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


ER HENCE comes it, I alpole, that a Soul, like 
05 (NS thine, 

= Where deepeſt Arts with native Candour join, 
Whoſe Praiſe, long echo d thro' the Britiſb Plains, 
Struck Envy dumb, in two ſucceſſive Reigns, 
Should feel ſo rude a Shock, tho' ſtill the ſame, 
That they, who once extoll'd, now wrong thy Fame? 
If thou haſt well diſcharg'd the Stateſman's Huff, 
Whence ſprings ſuch Rancour, when Applauſe is juſt ? 


Proceeds it hence, that by thy watchful Care 
Our happy Iſle is undiſturb'd by War? 
That ſecond George, for Britain's Welfare nurſt, 
Purſues the wholſom Maxims of the firſt? 
That by his Pattern led, he ſtill maintains 
The ſame firm Courſe, and bids thee hold the Reins? 
That matchleſs Caroline, whom Nations bleſs, 
And all the Royal Race, thy Worth confeſs? 
That all thy Toils tend only to ſuſtain 


Thy Country's Freedom, and thy Maſter's Reign, | 
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Th' eſtabliſh'd, wiſe Succeſſion to defend, 


On which alone our Laws and Lives depend? © 


That Flewry's Pupil, tho' of Bourbon Race, 
Felt no Ambition but the Stag to chaſe, 

Till prompted by a ſudden Thirſt of Fame, 
He chang'd Saint Hubert's for a martial Flame? 
That Philip's Queen, - inflexible ere While, 
Her Carlos ſettled, now befriends our 1ile ? 


That Charles avows again the Debt he owes, 
And courts the Nation, whence his Safety roſe ? 


That Belgia's ſevenfold State on ours relies, 

While each, to other true, the World defies ? 

That young Maſſau, with Royal Anna grac d, 

Helps to ſupport the Fabrick William rais dꝰ "I 
That peaceful Schemes with Dane and Swede grevail, 
Who hold with ſteady Hands the northern Scale? 
That Britiſh, Trade i in Ruſfien Ports. revives... 

And, far as ſpreads the lazy Ba{zich, thrives? |. 

That Poland, firm to her elective Laws, 

Tho' now divided, fights for Freedom's Cauſe? 


Imports it ought to us, if in the Fray, 


Lezinski or Au ouflus win the Day? DE, pal i 


If War ſtill ravage Perſfas fruitful Plains, \ 4 
Or in the Wilds of ſcorching Africk reigns?_ 
Concerns it Chriſtian States, if by the Sword 


Or Mahomet, or Hali be ador d? 3I ITE att rie 
If faithleſs Turks, as faithleſs Foes = HE 


Or Kouli rally to reyenge the Blow? | _ 
What boots it us, ſo Britain's Peace r 
Who rules at Stamboul, or at Halen ©. 


But 
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But fince fell War, by ſtrong Conventions ty'd, 
Breaks off its Chains, on which Mankind rely'd, 
Increaſing, like a Flood, its boundleſs Sway, 

While no Impediments obſtruct its way: 

Tho' Diſcord's Rage thy gentle Soul alarms, 
Methinks I hear thee call our Youth to Arms, 
Excite them to aſſert their wonted Flame, 

The common Safety, and the Britiſß Name. 
Thus fir'd, methinks I ſee them ſoon repair 

Th' inglorious Breaches of the former War, 
Efface their injur'd Iſle's lamented. Stains, 

And emulate great Mar/b'rough's ten Campaigns ; 
Till a fa'e Peace, implor'd, not forc'd, enſue, 

To Britiſh Valour, and thy Counſels due: 

A Peace not patch'd, or by Colluſion made, 
Like Urrecht's on a ſandy Bottom laid; 

Not weakly faſhion'd, as before, in haſte, 

But founded on a Rock, and ſure to laſt. 

Say, Stateſman, would not this complete thy Fame, 
And make ſucceeding Ages bleſs thy Name? 


Dipt in the Stream of ſuch a wholſom Spring, 
What Poiſons could the Shafts of Malice bring ? 
Would ſettled Peace, whence all our Bleflings flow, 
Would Plenty's copious Horn denounce our Woe ? 
If theſe are Ills, not groundleſs is the blame 
With which thy Rivals ſtrive to load thy Name, 
But if true Benefits, what juſt Renown. 

For the World's Welfare would thy Labours crown ? 


Not 
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Not inauſpicious may this Omen prove 

To reconcile to thee the Publick Love! 

But here Apollo pulls the Muſe's Ear, 

And wiſely checks her in her full Career. 

If Peace or War ſhall prove the Nation's Fate, 

He cries, ſagacious Councils ſhall debate. 

To Kings and Senates State-Afﬀairs belong; 

Thus warn'd, the pliant Dame purſues her Song. 

Oh! could Ambition ſtop, or Envy ſleep, | 

What Crops might Britain from thy Labours reap? 
Tho' forty Winters charg'd, her fruitful Soil, 

Eas'd of its Load, would crown the Farmer's Toil. 

This was thy gen'rous Plan, but why it fail'd 

Let Frenzy anſwer, which o'er Senſe prevail d. 

Not but the thing was rightly underſtood, 

But Faction envy d thee fo great a Good. 

The Praiſe, reſulting from the proud Deſign, 

Her jealous Sons foreſaw-would all be thine. | 
Hence vile Inſult, hence wicked Slander ſprings, 

Profane are mix'd with the moſt facred things, 4 
And Libels ſpare nor Miniſters, nor Kings. 

Hence their Mock-burnings, o'er the Nation ſpread, 
And what was meant for Sport becomes our Dread. 
Tumult and Uproar for Rejoicing ftand, 

And Party-Madneſs taints th' unguarded Land. 
Theſe are the Men, whoſe all- ſufficient Pride, 
Like Phaeton's, fires the World they could not guide. 
With looſen'd Reins their headlong Courſe they ſteer, 
And to advance too ſlow, is all they fear. 


They 
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They drive impetuous thro the Flames they raiſe, 
As whilom wont in Ames declining Days, 
When raſh, incautious Haſte, without diſguiſe, 
Diſſolv d the Films that elos d the Nations Eyes. 


So fares it with them now; reſtor'd to Sight, 
Their Bands revolt, and hail the new-born Light. 
Undaunted Caleb then, inflam'd with Ire, 

And arm'd with Vengeance, to his Train ſets Fire. 
Corruption, Parallels, and No Exciſe 

Go off like Squibs, and with a Bounce ſurpriſe. 

A flanding Army, like a Larum-Bell, 

Rings in our Ears a never-ceafing Knell: 

Tho' inſufficient to repel a Foe, 

Or what's ſtill worſe, Ourſelves, bodes certain Woe. 
Deſigns unthought-of, Place and Penſion- Rolli, 

In thund'ring Journals echo to the Poles. 

The rankeſt Falſhoods are as Truths proclaim'd, 
And they, who merit moſt, the moſt are blam'd. 
He feigns Mock-Dangers to alarm the State, 
While thoſe he forges real ones create, 

Nor doubts he once, that, could his Arts defeat 
The Miniſter, himſelf would mount his Seat. 
Blind, not to ſee that He, of all Mankind, 

Who builds vain Schemes, would leaſt Indulgence find! 
So Korah ſtrove good Moſes to diſgrace, 

With fond preſumpt ous Hope to fill his Place. 

So crafty Cromnoel did his Creatures fool, 

His Cry was Freedom, but his Drift was Rule. 


Thus 
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Thus Catiline, his Country to inſlave, 

Gave out, he arm'd, its Liberties to ſave. 

But watchful Tully ſoon unmask'd his Aim, 

Our Briti/h Tully, Thou haſt done the fame; 
In Strains divine, like his, ftrong, moving, clear, 
Unveil'd _ double Face our Patriots wear. 


G0 on, nor * addi diſappointed Rage 
Can act, the tranſient Scene of every Age. 
Fear not the Falſe, th Ungrateful, and the Vain, 
Whoſe rule is to deceive in ev'ry Reign. | 
Miſlead they may the Weak, but ſure they'll find 
Their Arts too groſs for a diſcerning Mind. 
Such are thy Foes, whoſe Aims ſo well we trace, 
Their very Oppoſition ſpeaks thy Praiſe. 
Have they yet found, in all thy courſe of Pow'r, 
One Law infring d in the leaſt guarded Hour; 
One Shadow of a Crime, one Right oppreſs'd, 
Revenge, or Malice lurking in thy Breaſt ? 
By Nature mild, obliging, frank, humane, 
Whoſe juſt Pretenſion haſt thou heard in vain ? 
To whom, amidft thy Cares, refus'd Acceſs, | 
Or when not aided Merit in Diſtreſs? 
Has not thy well-form'd Soul, to Honour true, © 
Perform'd each Duty, which from Friendſhip grew ? 
Oft rais'd the Grace beyond the Suitor's Thought, 
And done th' unhop'd-for Favour, ere twas ſought ; 
With th * old Friends thy welkearn'd Honours ſhard, 
And ev'n thy proud, ungrateful Rivals ſpar'd ? 


Then 
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Then whence theſe Broils, unjuſtify'd by Senſe? 

Why rules Diſſenſion, void of all Pretence? t Mid 
Are theſe, ye Patriots, your boaſted Arts 

To raiſe our Paſſions, and engage our Hearts? 

Can wholſom Doctrines iſſue from a School, 

Where zeal for Truth denotes a ſtupid Fool ? 

Where ſenſe of Gratitude becomes a Jeſt, 

And breach of Friendſhip is a Rule profeſt? 

Where no one Queſtion riſes in debate, 

But who ſhall govern, or embroil, the State? 

And where for private Aims the vulgar Throng 

Muſt artfully be taught that right is wrong? 

O Proof undoubted of degen'rate Days, 

When Truth ſhall meet Reproach, and Falſhood Praiſe! 
Would Envy ſpeak what ſhe conceals in vain, 

She'd own, tis for his Worth ſhe hates the Man. 3 
Rare Merit but provokes and ſharpens Spite, | 
Which ſnarls the more, the more its Object's bright. 

Since then to blacken Worth is Envy's boaſt, 

The moſt unſtain'd are thoſe ſhe ſlanders moſt. 


Then fear not thou, tho' Libels vent their Rage, 
And foul-mouth'd Clamor roar in ev'ry Page. 
Be it thy Task an equal Courſe to run, 
And end thy Labours as thou haſt begun. 
Impartial Juſtice to thy beſt maintain, 
Nor let good Laws in force ſubſiſt in vain. 
Reform th' unbounded Licence of the Times, 
Was Freedom meant to be a Cloke for Crimes? 


"_ 2 Gt 
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Shall bare-fac'd Riot o'er the Land increaſe, 
And factious Feuds expoſe the publick Peace; 
Abandon'd Wretches on thy Perſon tread, 
And near the facred Senate lift their Head ? 
Could Inſolence, if unſupported, go 
| Lengths, that had almoſt plung d the Realm in Woe? 
Say, State-Phyſician, has thy dext'rous Skill 
No Meſfrum found for this enormous Ill, 
Which, as the Bark fubdues a Fever's Force, 
May ſtop this dang'rous Torrent's wilder Courſe ? 
Would ftri coercive Rules be milapply'd, 
Where milder Methods have in vain been try'd ? 
Thou know'ſt that Mapmume, when the Storm increas d. 
Shook but bis Trident, and its Fury ceas'd. | 
geek and encourage Worth, tho Numbers frown, 
Succeſsful Merit beſt will ſpeak thy own. 
But, above all, with double Warmth defend 
The zealous, faft, invariable Friend, 
Who fix d to Reaſon, whence his Conduct ſprings, 
Unites his Country's Int reſt with his King's: 
Unlike thoſe Sophiffs, whoſe affected Wit 
Would, what is fample, into Sections {plit: 
Whoſe Wiles exhauſted, by a laſt Effort 
Seek to disjoin the Country from the Court, 
Of Arts be ſtill the Patron, nor refule 
The genuine Labours af the Heav'n-born Male, 
Who ſpurning Earth's low Manſion, upwards ſprings, 
Tow'rs like the Lark, and as divinely fangs. 
Tis hers alane immortal Fame to give, 
And make thee, Walpole, after Death to live. 
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Let Science in each Branch thy Smiles obtain, 
'Twill profit and adorn our Monarch's Reign: 
To thee too uſeful in the various ways 
Which Nature treads, and Policy diſplays. 

Dead Scenes without it were the Courts of Kings, 

And crouded Levees flat unmeaning things. 

Diſdain the venal, ſlight the wav ring Mind, 

That varies, like the Fane, with ev'ry Wind. 

Check the too forward, rouſe th unactive Spleen ; 

Both err, unconſcious of the golden Mean. 

Who lags thro' Sloth, or who at random flies, 

Alike is diſtanc d, and foregoes the Prize. | 
Such only, who within the bounded Space, 


Know when to ſlacken, or to mend their Pace, 
Deſerve to ſhare the Honours of the Race. 
Who fail in theſe Purſuits, or who excel, 
Thou, the beſt Judge of Merit, beſt can tell. 


Thus fenc'd, what Force can ſhake thy rooted Pow'r, 
Which, like the Palm, oppreſs'd but ſpreads the more? 
Detraction, weary d out, ſhall drop her Sting, 

And foaring Faction flag th' expanded Wing. 
Wild Leagues, which but to name our Spirits chill, 
Shall burſt, as Poiſons mix'd each other kill. 
Or, ſhould new Aids a while their Bands ſuſtain, 
Wrap'd in thy Virtue, what can give thee Pain? 
Unſhaken Virtue, conſtant in her Courſe, 
Shall riſe ſuperior ſtill to Fraud or Force. 
Like a tough Oak, deep-rooted in the Ground, 
She ſtands unmov'd, tho Whirlwinds ſweep around. 

| L 2 Oft 
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Oft has th' unſpotted-Maid; tis true, complain' d 

Of groſs Neglect, while Vice and Folly reign d. 

Rome's Founder, Bacchus, and the Twins of old, 

Of whom ſuch Wonders, while they liv'd, are told, 
Rough Men to poliſh who the Secret found, _ 

Taught them for Food to plant and till the Ts © 

Compos'd fierce Wars, commercial Cities rais'd, 

And for a thouſand uſeful Arts were prais'd: 

Did not theſe Gods, ſays Horace, once ſo fam'd 

On Earth, lament their nobleſt Deeds were blamd? 

How far d it with Alemena's Son by o R 

Who in the World's Defence with Monſters We 

Could he, whoſe Arm th enormous Hydra ſlew, 

Th' invenom'd Rage of envious Tongues ſubdue? 

But Time, an upright Judge, has done him right, 

And plac'd his Actions in the faireſt Light. | 

Superior Merit, tho by all avow'd, | 

If once it thwart our Aims, is diſallow d. 

But when the Good we ſlighted, Fate withdraws, 

The vileſt Slander. turns to juſt Applauſe. 

So the bright Sun's full Splendor racks our Eyes, 

But when once ſet, his golden Beams we prize. 

Thus Fortitude's beſt Proof is to endure 

What Heroes ſuffer d, and what Time ſhall cure. 


If from the old to modern Times we come, 
What Climate is not reſtleſs Envy's Home? 
Where Diſcontent, from Diſappointment bred, 
Reſides, th' intriguing Hag till thruſts her Head; 


| Fomenting 
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Fomenting Jars to diſunite the Great, 


And plotting Schemes to clog the Wheels of State. 


But in Britannia tis the Harpy ſheds 

Her vileſt Filth, which like Infection ſpreads. 
Here wiſe Godolpbin was attack d like thee, 
Yet who e'er grac d his Station more than he? 
Not Ariſtides, tho ſurnam' d the Fufp, 
Diſcharg d with cleaner Hands his publick Truſt. 
And yet the Briton, like the Greek, became 

At laſt the Victim of his ſpotleſs Fame. 

Ev'n Marlbrough's ſelf, the Scipio of his Age, 
Was ſeen to ſtand the brunt of factious Rage. 
Like the brave Romans, was our Hero's Lot, 
Whoſe envy'd Glory was his only Blot. 

With Men, like theſe, who grudges to be blam'd ? 
Tis Honour's Triumph to be fo defam'd. 
Yet if a friendly Wiſh may cloſe this Page, 
And to our Minds recall a wiſer Age, 
May'ſt thou, ſtill ſitting at the Helm of State, 
Meet rather with a Burleigh's juſter Fate, 

Who in his Courſe ſometimes, like S, o'ercaſt, 
Shot double Luſtre, when the Clouds were paſt. 
May George, Eliza like, thy Foes diſarm, 

And ſhield his faithful Miniſter from Harm, 
Whoſe ſole Demerit from his Duty ſprings 

To ſerve with ſteady Zeal the beſt of Kings. 


_. 
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s there a Man, whoſe Genius and whoſe Fate 
N 2p Conſpird to make him tread the Maze of State, 

YM Whoſe early Skill in foreign Labours try'd 

Prepar'd his way the Helm at home to guide, 

Collecting what he glean'd abroad with Toil, 

To cultivate and deck his native Soil ; 

But then whoſe wary, ſelf-denying Mind, 

What with Applauſe he held, with Joy reſign d? 

If ſuch a one there be, with Honour fraught, 

Whoſe Word or Action ne'er bely'd his Thought, 

Who ſhuns in Courts and Senates Party-Strife, 

Whoſe Rancour poiſons all the Sweets of Life, 

Who taught by wiſe Experience ſeldom errs, 

To him the Muſe her plain Demand refers. 

Was he not wrapt in Bliſs, unknown before, 

Such as a drowning Wretch, who graſps the Shore, 


Or feels a Slave, deliver'd from his Oar, | 
M | When 
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When tir'd with Wand'ring, and perplex'd with Doubt, 
He found ſome friendly Clue to help him out? 

Could daring Theſeus, who with Love to aid, 

Pierc d thro the winding Labyrinth's pathleſs Shade, 

Exult more juſtly, when to prove his Flame 

He flew the Monſter that withheld the Dame? 

Say thou, who know'ſt, conceives he leſs Delight, 

Who cur'd of Hopes and Fears, which Courts excite, 

With timely Caution makes a ſafe Retreat, 

And to be wiſe renounces to be great? 


Contentment is the end which all purſue 
In each reſpective State, but ah how few - 
Attain by Practice in a Life of Toil 
To know the real Diamond from the Foil ? 
To Palaces and Camps what Crowds reſort, 
As if there only Fortune kept her Court, E: 
Where ent'ring Slaves to Chance, or Dupes to Fae: 
For one that thrives a thouſand loſe their Aim, 

Still preſſing, ſtill repuls'd, their Fate is ſuch, 

From Merit found too little, or too much. 

Where few, like Stanbope, with a ſteady flight 
Reach Fortune's Summit, and maintain their Height, 
In Freedom's Cauſe: a thouſand Deaths defy, 

And living without Guilt, unenvy'd die: 

Whoſe loſt, ſtil] wept, ſucceſſive Reigns can tell 
None but a Walpole could repair fo well. 

Whether from foreign Wars ſecure he guide 

The Helm, or make domeſtick Broils ſubſide, 
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Or, torn by Faction, Liberty ſuſtain, 

The Strength and Ornament of George's Reign, 
He, like the Sun, a laſting Light diſplays, 

While moſt, like Meteors, ſhoot but tranſient Rays. 
Gaily at firſt all State-Advent'rers fail 

On a ſmooth Sea, and with a gentle Gale; 

But ah how ſoon the treach'rous Billows ſwell, 
And gath'ring Clouds the coming Storm foretel! 
Now mounting, now deſcending Surges ſhow 


The dang'rous Heights above, and Depths below. 


Suppoſe th' inveigling Goddeſs ſhould a while 
Upon ſome great deſerving Fav'rite ſmile, 
Heap vaſt Succeſs and Honours on his Head, 
And pair the living with the brighteſt dead : 
Admit, Godolphin-like, he ſhould poſſeſs 
The Art to make Mankind his Counſels bleſs, 
To guide with matchleſs Skill the Helm of State, 
And Britain's Safety from his Labours date; 
Or Marlb rougb's Pattern ſhould his Breaſt inflame 
To raiſe by Valour an immortal Name, 
Like him the rugged Mount of Fame to climb, 
And prove the great Gonſalvo of his time; 
Succeſsful Warrior, whether Siege he lay 
To Liſſe or Tournay, that obſtruct his way, 
Or as on Hochftet's or Ramilia's Field, 
He force the routed Gawls to die or yield, 
Purſuing ſtill new Conqueſts, till he ſoar 
To Heights no Briton ever reach'd before. 


M 2 Amidſt 
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Amidſt ſuch Triumphs, Story weeps to tell 
How ſuch a Stateſman, ſuch a Hero fell. 
Could Actions crown'd with univerſal Praiſe 
Exempt the godlike Authors from L Diſgrace? 
Abroad victorious, could they”: :ward the Blows 

| Puſh'd by the Malice of domeſtick Foes? 

lf Beſide, to form ſuch Men, almoſt divine, 

| Exalted Nature muſt with Fortune join. 
Heroes, like Comets, ſeldom ſcen, amaze, 

And, rare alike, an equal Wonder taiſe. 
Hence in weak Minds both great Events preſage, 
Since one of each ſcarce e in an Age. 
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No grant the Courtier's, or the Soldier's Aim 
Should ſtoop beneath the higheſt Rank of Fame, 
Fix'd to a Point they may with Reaſon hope, 

Whoſe lingle Prof; pect i is their utmoſt Scope, 
How oft, ev'n then, is their Pretenſion croſs'd, 
The Place long promis d, or Commiſſion, loſt ? 
Hence tis they learn amidſt their vain Efforts, 
That hoodwink'd Chance alone preſides at Courts, 
Whoſe arbitrary Will, and lawleſs Sway, 

All feel alike, and all alike obey: © 

Where Wheels unſeen decide each Suitor's Fate, 
Mov'd or impell'd by ſeeret Springs of State, 
Some Party-Cauſe perhaps, or Strain of Pow r, 
A Bargain, Whiſper, or unlucky Hour; 
Where Claims from Services or Suff rings paſt, 
Tho own d, neglected, or by Time effac d, 
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If Friends be wanting, are but feeble Pleas, 
Who ever roſe at Court from Steps, like theſe ? 
Thus when they come to balance their Account, 


They find their Labour loſt the juſt Amount. 


He, whom Ambition prompts to raiſe his Name, 

Muſt in the Senate ftrive to purchaſe Fame. 

To Party unattach'd, by none control'd, 

He's heard, if his Harangue be ſhort and bold. 

By frequent Sallies he Attention gains, 

And, firm to truth, his Character maintains, 

Speaks what he thinks, prepar'd, Almanzor-like, 

When Honour ſummons, Friends and Foes to ſtrike, 
Avows no fide as yet, but in Debate 

Seems only zealous to ſupport the State; 

Yet, cautious in his Speech, his Words he weighs, 

No groſs Ideas to the Mind conveys, 0 
But what he means without Offence diſplays. 

Thus form'd, he's ſoon diſtinguiſh'd from the Throng, 
And Hear him is the Cry of evry Tongue. ö 
Of diff rent Bands a while he ſtands the Teſt, | 
By Tories courted, and by Whigs careſs d, 

Till now by Fortune tempted, or by Fame, 
He wears a Courtier's, or a Patriot's Name. 


But as it oft befals in Church and State, 
That they who riſe in Honours fink in Weight, 
Whether it be that the once ſated Mind, 

Like a gorg'd Body, to its Eaſe reſign d, 


Takes 


And know'ſt the Quickſands that ſurround the Great, 
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Takes frequent Naps, and wakes but to maintain 


The Staff or Mitre, that was earn'd with Pain; 

Or circumſcrib'd to Bounds their Talents flow, 

Like Streams pent in, that can no farther go: 

So, and not ſeldom, fares it with the Man, 

Who his firſt Heat with ſprightly Vigour ran. 

The Prize obtain'd, which ſpur'd him to the Courſe, 
The half-bred Jockey ſlacks his wonted Force, 
Rides careleſs, if not hindmoſt of the Chaſe, 

And loiters unconcern'd who wins the Race. 


Say thou, who oft haſt plow'd the Seas of State, 


Who in the foremoſt Stations haſt been found 
Steady, and firm, tho' plac'd on ſlipp'ry Ground, 
Abroad whoſe Labours, and at home whoſe Flame 
In Freedom's Cauſe, concur to raiſe thy Name: 
Whence for precarious Favours ſprings ſuch Strife, 
As if Court-Service were to laſt for Life? 

Can Place and Pow'r, ſo ſubje& both to fail, 

The racking Pains to gain them countervail ? 
Which, when obtain'd, what Arts can long ſecure, 
Whoſe feeble Tenures but at Will endure? 
Beſide, when favourd with the Poſt we ſought, 
Find we in Fact what we embrac'd in Thought? 
In full Poſſeſſion who regards the Prize, 

So much adord before, with equal Eyes ? 

One Plum acquir'd, is YVultur ſatisfy d, 

Unleſs he die poſſeſs d of two beſide? 
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Tho' worth a Million, Soutb-Sea Books can tell, 
While one was richer Burnet ſcorn'd to ſell. 
Like wretched Miſers thus, amidſt our Store, 
Anxious we labour on, and graſp at more. 
Reſults it hence, that Man's Defires, immenſe, 
And unconfin'd, diſdain the Checks of Senſe ? 
That craving all (tho' that for which he ſtrives, 
Like a fair Tulip, ſcarce its Birth ſurvives) 
Fond of the paſt, the preſent Good he flights, 
And nothing but uataſted Fruit delights, 

As if Poſſeſſion only ſerv'd to cloy, 

On what's to come he founds his ſolid Joy? 
Say, is not this Ambition's general Train, 

For one that's eaſy, thouſands are in pain? 


Should any Scepzick doubt ſo plain a Truth, 
Wilful in Age, and prepoſſeſs'd in Youth, 
A lively Sample of the deepeſt Dye 
May ſerve to fix the Proof beyond Reply. 
Time was there liv'd, as. Anecdotes unfold, 
A Saint by Name, but made of earthly Mould, 
Of ancient Stock, that prop'd the good old Cauſe, 
And ſpurn'd for Conſcience ſake th eftabliſh'd Laws. 
No Coft was ſpar'd to make young Calvin trace 
The genuine Steps of his reforming Race. 
His forward Parts he travell'd to improve, 
But reſtive to the Rein, and prone to Love, 
He ſcorn'd, like other Cubs, to be deny'd 
To range at large, and ſoon diſmiſs'd his Guide. 


Freed 
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Freed from his Chain, as Vouth is wont to do, 

He gam d, he wench'd; and on his Banker drew. 
But in amends, his pregnant Wit was ſuch, 

He learn'd to jabber French, Italian, Dutch. 

The firſt, as moſt in vogue, he liſp'd the beſt ; 
But when Corinna's Charms inflam'd his Breaſt, 

In ſoft Italian Strains he made his moan; 


And when the tranſitory Feat was done, 


He left the Drab in rough Teutonick Tone. 

His Taſte was ſo refin'd, fo new, ſo free, 

That had he liv'd this poliſh'd Age to ſee, 

In modern Guiſe he doubtleſs had -been met 
With tuck'd-up Hair, conceal'd like one in Debt ; 
Unarm'd, but with a Club, as if his Doom 
Compell'd the Lord to perſonate his Groom : 

Or if he deign'd to dreſs, he had been ſeen 

In quaint Towpe, with pert, exotick Mien, 

All powder'd to the Rump, with aukward Air, 


And ftrangled in a Bowrſe, and Solitaire. 


Tho' void of Arts like theſe, yet all agree 
He danc'd, he ſung, talk'd loud, and who but he. 
80 keen at Sports, that he no Game ſorbore, 


But, like a hungry Hawk, would ſtoop or ſoar. 
Diſtinction laid aſide, by turns he play d 


With high and low, the Dutcheſs and her Maid: 
Oft brag'd of Favours, which he ne er receiv'd, 
And when he vaunted moſt, was leaſt believ'd. 
But this we gather that the ſureſt Bait 

To catch the Gudgeon, was the Tce d Tele. 
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To what Exceſs of Wantonneſs he roſe 

We judge, not lightly, from the Desk he choſe, 
For tis averr'd at leaſt by tell-tale Fame, 

He'd write ſometimes on what's too coarſe to name. 
In ſhort, he fo behav'd, that his Renown 

Fill d ev'ry Drawing-Room in ev'ry Town. 


Now to the Senate call'd, new Fame he ſeeks, 
And hardly is he ſworn before he ſpeaks. 
Full of himſelf, and watchful of his Time, 
Whereof to loſe a Day he deems a Crime; 
Truth, Honour Juſtice, Morals laid aſide, 
He ſtarves his Principles to feed his Pride. 
Now ſhifting Hands, and. mounting in a trice 
| To Truſt and Greatneſs, deaf to all Advice, 
Like the vain Wretch, who fir'd Diana's Dome 
To prove the branded Theme of Times to come, 
Impatient to be known, and void of Shame, 
He ſeeks by Crimes to build an impious Name, 
Deſtroys the publick Faith by dint of Power, 
And gives up ten Years Trophies in an Hour, 
Asks Peace and Mercy of a vanquiſh'd Foe, 
And meditates a laſt, deciſive Blow. 
Grown giddy with his Height, wild Schemes he draws, | | 
To quaſh, or to elude the ſettled Laws, | 
Unhinge the fix'd Succeſſion to the Throne, 
And, whom his Country had abjur'd, to own, 
But ere Projection roſe, th Alembick broke, 
And all his chymick Gold diſſolvd in Smoke. 


N Stun'd 
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Stun'd with th' unlook'd-for Blow, the * fled, 
Inhancing thus his Guilt to ſave his ** 

See now the Fugitive affect to grieve 

For Faults he owns, the ſurer to deceive, 

And though with Malice and Revenge he burn, 
Betray new Truſts, to merit his Return. 

In ſuch an humble Guiſe the Suppliant ſues, 
With ſuch repeated Tears his Lines bedews, 
Such Anguiſh wrings his well-difſembled Face, 
The ſeeming Penitent's reſtor'd to Grace. 
Yet ſcarce had royal Mercy time to move 

An injur'd State his Pardon to approve, 

But, fafe from Dangers paſt, again he tries 

By the ſame Arts, which funk him once, to riſe, 
Plots, writes, cabals afreſh, himſelf conceal'd, 
And breathes Defiance on a Paper-Field. 


Yet this new Proteus, whom no Chains could hold, 
Aſſuming now the Patriot, firm, and bold, 
And now the Guide of Faction, often ſeen 
A ſtale, trite Author with preſumptuous Mien, 
Soaring by fits to Freedom's noble Height ; 
Then finking to the loweſt Depths of Spite, 
| Repeating, like a Watch, the ſame dull Round, 
That ſtrikes each Hour the old, unvaried Sound, 
Still dwelling on the fame ungrateful Theme, 
Some unlike Parallel, or raving Dream, 
Or ſome injurious Libel, meant to ſting 
By falſe Suggeſtions Miniſter and King, 
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Cloth'd in all Shapes by turns, was ſeiz d at laſt 
In his true Form, and laid for ever faſt. | 
Thus H ſped, fly Roffen too was caught 

In the ſame Snare, which he for others wrought. 
So when of old againſt all-pow'rful Fove 

A wicked, headſtrong Race for Empire ſtrove, 
Th' enormous Outrage made the Thund”rer riſe 
To cruſh thoſe Titans, that would ſcale the Skies. 


If the foregoing Draught may ſerve to ſhow 
What fatal Ills from mad Ambition grow, 
See now if happier proves the Lot of thoſe, 
Who, ſway'd by nobler Motives, ſhun Repoſe. 
The following Sketch, oppos'd in ſuch a Light, 
Tho' Skill be wanting, may attract the Sight. 
The ſubject of the Piece from Sires of Worth 
Deriv'd his Line, and Mor folł gave him Birth. 
Bred from his Youth in all the learned Arts, 
Beyond his Years he ſoon improv'd his Parts. 
With Nature's rareſt Gifts the Boy began, 
And uſeful Studies perfected the Man. 
Of Wit ſo ſprightly, yet without Offence, 
He charm'd all Taſtes, but moſt the Man of Senſe. 
In Converſe chearful, and of Soul fincere, 
He grew to all, whom he frequented, dear. 
But ſtill his Labours ſtrictly were apply'd 
To make his Country's Good his conſtant Guide, 
Her ſolid Int'reſts warmly to purſue, 
And to that noble Point confine his View. 


N 2 From 
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From ſuch Beginnings was it hard to gueſs 
His future Fortune, Conduct, and Succeſs? 


Call'd to the Nation's Council, ſoon he came 
| | Io vie with any old, or modern Name. 
| 3 | Demoſthenes's Fire, and Tully's Flegm 


He mix'd with Art in each important Theme. 
The Force of Somers, Cowper's melting Strain 
# Flow'd from his Tongue, and charm'd the World again. 
| + | But chiefly twas when Pow'r the Laws defac d, 
And Freedom ſufter'd, he himſelf ſurpaſs d. 
Endow'd with Talents of ſuch ample Size, 
1 Well might a Man fo rare deſerve to riſe, 
| Find with ſucceſſive Monarchs equal Grace, 
1 Preſerve their Favour, and maintain his Place. my 
= But ſtill what Days of Toil, and Nights of Care, 
What Anguiſh muſt the Helm- Director bear, a | 
Abroad, deſigning States to watch, and view 
With Argus hundred Eyes, and thoſe too few, | 
At home, like Atlas, Kingdoms to ſuſtain, 
Where endleſs Feuds and Party-madneſs reign : 
1 | Twixt jarring Pow'rs a well-pois'd Scale to form, 
[| Or to divert with Skill each threatning Storm, 
| | | Jo ſtem the Tide of Faction, and to guard 
1 His Country's Peace, the Stateſman's beſt Reward ? 
Admit him now found equal to his Truſt, 
Wiſe, vigilant, unſtain'd, expert, and juſt, 
Can all this fence of Merit ſhield his Name 
From inbred Malice, and from outward Blame ? 


POEMS on ſeveral OCCASIONS. 93 


Can Pow'r and Place, ſurrounded till with Foes, 
Compenſate for the loſs: of ſweet Repoſe? 

Was ever Miniſter ſo bleſt to find 

Greatneſs without Anxiety of Mind ? 

Condemns not Party-hate the worſt and beſt, ' 
Till both, purſu'd alike, are diſpoſſeſt? 

Are Envy's Rancour, and the Rage of Spite 


Become leſs Mortal, than the Viper's Bite? 
Thus whether Fraud or Worth our Fortunes raiſe, 


Deceiv'd, we miſs the Game we had in Chaſe. 


Of Life's leſs dazling Stations ſhould we al. 
Find we in them the Happineſs we ſeek, 
Whether to pierce the Law's impervious Maze 
We paſs through trackleſs Wilds our youthful Days, 
Like the old Jews, who forty Years purſu'd 
A fruitleſs Search, ere Canaan's Land they view'd ? 
Or whether Phy/ick's Depths we chooſe to ſound, 
And fift her Stores above or under Ground, 
To watch the beating Pulſe, and thence conclude 
The Cauſe that hurries or congeals the Blood, 
The latent Powers of Herbs and Min'rals trace, 
Whoſe Aids repeated oft Diſtempers chaſe ? 
Suppoſe, for inſtance, lucky Chance or Skill, 
Or both, ſhould find a Wonder-working Pill, 
Like Miſaubin s, or Ward's, allow'd to cure 
The fouleſt Taints, and more than Mercury ſure, 
Whoſe well-prov'd Virtues, ſuff ring no Diſpute, 
Expel the rankeſt Venom, Branch and Root. 


Admit 


* 
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Admit the noble Voftrum's wide- ſtretch d Fame 
Should put the Faculty itſelf to ſhame, 

That ev'ry pert Licentiate of the Trade 
Alarm'd, th' unlicens d Med'cine ſhould invade, 
That ſpite of Parties banded to deny 

What Fa& demonſtrates to th' impartial Eye, 


The deep, unfathom'd Secret ſtill prevails, 


And more than ten are cur'd for one that fails : 

Thus bleſt, is he content who owns the Pill, 

Tho Throngs of Patients his Apartments fill) 

Not ſo. The Quack a Doctor would be deem'd, 

Admir'd like Hollings, or like Mead eſteem'd, 

To rival Hulſe he racks his heated Brains, 

And to be leſs than Broxholm he diſdains. 

So fares it with our Lawyer, tho' his Fees 

Beyond computing ev'ry Year increaſe, | | 
With York or Talbot he would ſoar to Fame, | j 
What's Wealth, he cries, without a deathleſs Name? 4 


If to the Rev'rend Claſs we turn our Thought, 
Is Self- poſſeſſion more the Clergy's Lot? 
Yet who'd ſuſpect, tho no Content were found 
In Soils profane, *twould fail in hallow'd Ground ? 
Tis own'd the wholſom Doctrine well they teach, 
But do their Lives ſupport the Truths they preach? 
Has Pride or Gall no Portion in their Frame, 
Has earthly Droſs no Share in heav'nly Flame? 
Do Guides, that ſhould direct us, never ſtray, 
Nor quit the narrow for the broader Way, 
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To pious uſes what's ſuperfluous give, 

And do they all, like Secker, preach and live? 
If oft unguarded, and to Failings prone, 

To ours quickſighted, do they ſee their own ? 
| Is Selt-denial by theſe Saints profeſt, 


Have Rank and Pow'r no hold within their Breaſt ? 


Is Chrift's celeſtial Kingdom all they mind, 


And are the World's gay Trappings left behind ? 


Do all deſerve alike the Poſts they ſeek, 
And doth their Merit riſe from being meek ? 


Would moſt that ask, unmindful of their Eaſe, 


Like Fake or Hoadly, dignify their Sees? 


With Hare's or Sherlock's Gifts, do Numbers ſhine, 


With Zeal, like theirs, and Eloquence divine ? 
In worth, like Rundle's, is no Colour found 


For Church-dominion to maintain its Ground ? 


Are Works of Charity their fole Purſuit, 
And-do they covet nought but Goſpel-Fruit? 
Is Piety in all their Conduct ſeen, 

Humble without, are they within ſerene ? 


If fo, how comes it, when ſome miter'd Head, 


Or Dean at leaſt, lies gaſping in his Bed, 

No Stone's unturn'd, no Art left nnemploy'd, 
To graſp the fair Succeſſion, ere tis void? 
Whence is it that the B-— in Points of State 
Firm to a Man, decides the warm debate, 

If hopes of quick T--——n were not giv'n 

On ſurer Terms than {/zy/ promis d Heav'n ? 


Who 
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Who deals in Trade, is he more happy found, 
Oer the wide World to doubtful Traffick bound, 
Who to increaſe his Stock neglects his Health, 

And reconciles Extremes to purchaſe Wealth, 

Sails to the Vorth, where Agues freeze the Blood, | 

Or Southward risks a Fever's boiling Flood? 

Nor Flux, nor Plague, nor Calenture he fears, 

To Indus Banks, or th' Amazons he ſteers, 917 8 

And having meaſur'd half the Globe in view.. 

Speeds home with Spoils of China or Peru; * 

But ah how ſoon his Mountain- hopes ſubſide, 

When toſ'd and bandied on the foaming Tide 

By whirling Winds, he hears the Sailors roar 

« All Hands aloft, we bulge upon the Shore ! ” 
Sudden the Veſſel ſtrikes, the frighted Crew 

Louder than Winds or Waves their Cries renew. 

Amidſt the Horrors of their juſt Deſpair, 

To fave their Lives is now their only Care. 

Some jump upon the Rock, on which they ſplit, 

And ſome like Statues without Motion fit. 

Theſe wind about the Shrouds, the Top-maſt Head 

Thoſe mount, while others are with Fear half-dead. 

Some headlong plunge at once amidſt the roar 

Of Waves and Winds, and ſwim away to Shore, 

Laſh'd to the Maſt while others calmly wait 
The Storm's decline, or boldly meet their Fate. 

Some few, more happy, who the Skiff command, 

Tug thro' the boiſt'rous Deep, and gain the Land. 

In thouſand Shapes the dreadful Wreck appears, 

That finks the Harveſt of ſucceſſive Years, 
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Or drives it piecemeal on ſome Pirate Strand, | 
Where what eſcap'd the Sea is ſtript at Land 

By fierce, voracious Wolves in Human Forms, 
That feaſt on Rapine, and delight in Storms. 

Stun d with a loſs Inſurance can't repair, 

* Thrice happy he, who breathes his native Air 

ce In peaceful Poverty,” our Merchant cries, 

« And having nought to loſe contented dies!” 

Then giving looſe to Grief, he roars, he raves, 

He curſes Fortune, tho' his Life ſhe ſaves. 

« What's Life, he ſays, at beſt but Load and Pain, 
« Which none but Fools would chooſe, or Slaves ſuſtain ? 
6 Slow beats the Pulſe, and ſtagnates ſoon the Blood, 
e If Wealth don't animate the lazy Flood.” 

Yet ſpite of this Rebuff he plows the Main 

So oft, he grows immenſly rich again, 

Returns in ſafety now with all his Store, 

But wants unſated what he loſt before. 


For whom, laborious Muckworm, doſt thou heap 
Such Hoards of Pelf, which long thou canſt not keep? 
Thy Days, all number'd, haſten to their end, 

Then whither do thy tow'ring Projects tend ? 
Fate, tho' unſeen, is near to mock thy Toils, 
And ftrip the Plund'rer of his far-fetch'd Spoils. 


That all thy ſleepleſs Nights, and Days of Care 
Regard ſome thankleſs, and unthrifty Heir? 


Know'ſt thou for whom thou doſt thy Boſom tear, ; 


One, whom thy Death ſhall glad, and who miſled | 


By Rank, or Beauty, ſhall ſome Strumpet wed, 


O Whoſe 
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Whoſe Rage of Dreſs, of Equipage, and Play, 
Aſſemblies of the Night, and Feaſts by Day, 
Balls, Operas, Maskerades, and all the Train 
Of wild Expence, that Luxury can feign, | 
Whoſe ſumptuous Houſe in Town, and Country-Seat, 
Where all Delights, but Taſte and Order, meet, 
Shall ſoon the Donor's frugak Plans deſeat? 
Now grant our Spendthrift,. glutted with _ 
Reſolve to Jeſſen what: he cant redreſs, - 

For rooted Taints by Periods come and ys” 

Like Seas that ehb as furely as they flow: iT ready 
The Tide returning ſoon, to ſhift his Courſe 
Shoyld he unheeding fly from bad to worſe, 
Paſt Breaches to repàir reſolve to try bee 
The tempting Chances of the rolling Die, 10 901 
Risk what is left, uncounſel d; uncontrofd, 
And puſh, like Mercy, without Caution wy 


Raw, and unpractis d iti the: Wiles of Flay- 14 234.407: 


He throws at all, and loſes eviry- Lay, 
Condemii'd: to be to er ry Rook a Prey. 
Rim d, be quits too late the faithleb — 
Where ber lar to 277 * 


If iy t foreign Toib, 3 OY 
From Court te Coutt. by: Grace exi d from bes ? 55 
Not inexpert by Fractice, or by Skill, 

His painful Charge wäth Dignity! tb fill, 
Of Nations to diſks and eite the Las, 
And reconcile 6 to Reaſon Natiire's ad 


Zu pple, 
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Supple, yet firm, as Intr este fall or riſe,” 1181300 
In Converſation gay, in Buſineſs wiſe, Fo 
In whoſe: Addreſs an qual Mixture-ſhines - 
Of Fire and Flegm, to compaſs his Deſigns, 
skill'd to enquire, to hide, or to impart 

The Lights he. gathers with a Stateſman's Art, 
To ſhun Diſputes, but eyry Right maintain, 
And yielding in ſome Points; the more to Vain. 
Such Probus was. O much lamented Sade! 
Forgive the Muſe, if ſhe thy Peace invade. 
Since thy Demiſe no Comfort has ſhe known, - 
Her Joy and Hope were plac'd in thee alone, 
To ſpeak thy Praiſe is now her ſole Relief; 
And thus upon thy Tomb ſhe ſooths her Grief, 


ce ** thou, W ſt chi hallow! d Shride to view, 
ce That what, thou, read ſt ingrav'd'is ſtrictly true. 
« Deaf to our Plaints, the Vault beneath contains 
« Of one, who ſhin'd in Lift, the datk Remains. 
ce In whom, rare Merit all was perfect found, 
« Art without Fraud, and Honour: without Bound. 
« Whoſe Days, too ſhort, were one continued Thred 
« Of fine Acquirements, and of Worth inbred. 
Such correſponding Parts in him were ſeen, 
« His Mind was equal to his graceful Mien. 
« Tho keen his Wit, yet fo polite, he ſhone 
«© To moſt ſuperior, yet offending none. 
« Of Frame. fo rare, in Fortune's Ebb or Flow 
« He felt no Change, and liv'd without a Foe. 
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« His private Life in ev'ry Stage commends 

« The beſt of Sons, of Husbands, Brothers, Friends. 
« His publick Deeds our State-Records ſhall grace, 

« While laſts the Turkiſh or Helvetick Race.” 


And yet, tho Probus was by all approv d, 
His Conduct faultleſs; and his Perſon lov'd, 
Recall'd, what Harveſt did the Lab'rer reap 


For Toils by Land, and Hazards on the Deep; 


From Youth to Age ſuſtain'd in publick Care, 
To mediate Peace, or ſound a Charge to War?' 
When Service paſt thus fails of due Regard, 
'Tis well for Virtue ſhe's her own Reward. 


Should ſome bright Genius, to the Muſe inclin'd,, 
Purſue with_eager Warmth his Bent of Mind, 
Rejoice to ſee the Children of his Brain 
Do Honour to their Parent's flowing Vein, 


Seduc'd by love of Fame and flatt ring Hope 


To prove a Swift, a Granville, or a Pope? 
Admit his Labours in the Drama ſhine 

With Dryder's Maſter-ſtrokes in ev'ry Line; 
Whoſe moving Scenes, or counterfeit, or true, 
We read with Tranſport, and with Pity view: 
Or when provok'd to laſh a vicious Age; 

He flame, like Dung, with bold Lucilian Rage, 
Or laugh in ſprightly Gartb's ſtill ſharper Strain, 
The boaſt, as well as dread, of Varwicl-Lane; 
Or pierc'd with Grief at ſome diſaſtrous III 

His Country mourns, each Hill and Vale he fill 
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With Plaints as tender, paſſionate, and ſtrong, 
As when Paſtora's Loſs Alexis ſung, 

In thoſe romantick Fields, where Pleaſures reign 
Extatick, and refin'd, as Poets feign, 

Of Phœbus and his Sons the bleſt Abode, 
Whoever reap'd the Tithe of what he fow'd ? 
Tho' favour'd by the God ſublime he ſoar, 
'Scapes he below the Curſe of being poor? 

Thus mark'd, his Fortune ends as it begun, 

And they, who prize his Verſe, the Poet ſhun. 
In vain he toils to ſtand the Reader's Teſt, 

What Fame can he expect, whoſe Trade's a Jeſt? 


When touch'd with Judgment, tho his Art we praiſe, 


The famiſh'd Author feeds on nought but Bays. 


_ - Had Pe, whoſe Writings are ſo bulky grown, 


Reſolv'd to print no Poems but his own, 

The genuine Works of his prolifick Brain, 

Tho' read by all, had brought him little Gain : 
But wiſely calling Homer to his Aid, 

He ſoon advanc'd his Stock above his Trade. 
Elſe of his Satires and Eſſays the beſt, _ 
Ev'n that on Man, ſuperior to the reſt; 

So mock'd is now an Art, once thought divine, 
Had ſcarce procur d him wherewithal to dine. 
What Patron now protects the Cauſe of Wit, 
And ſmiles, as heretofore, on thoſe who write? 
True Judge of Worth, what Halifax remains 
To note good Authors, and reward. their Pains? 
What Dor/et lives a Prior's Muſe to own, 
What Somers to produce an. Addiſon ? 


The: 
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The manly Labours of Dramatic Rage 
Unheeded grace no more the ſinking Stage. 

Low Farce, and empty Sound, without 

To Art or Wit, have left no reom for Set(e;:': 
An antick Harlequin, of Eunuch's Sole, br 21h 
Againſt our Judgment over-rules our Choice. 


Fond of what charms the Ear, or ſtrikes the Sight, 15 | 


The ſolid Pleaſures of che Mind we . 
An apiſhiMimick, or a French Buffoon 
Now pleaſe beyond à Booth or Berterton. 
Soft Roman Airs Oer Sterling-Wit - e ry 
And Senſe than Sound proves lighter: in che Sale: 
Yet dares b Farinellis artful Song. 

The Theme and Wonder of each raptur d Thais 
And ev'ry Eat's Delight, preſume to Me 
With Phbilomela s native Melody, | 


' Whoſe fivectly-varied Notes ih a: May 


Make the Wange dee es on his _ 
This fingle Inſtarice may Tathee t6:ſhow- ! 
How much plain Nature deth all Art "rh | 


'Your Fall, O Muſes, Ages ſhall deplore, 
0 e er Pour . — 


P74 


She, forms by ature rieious; mild dw; r! 
And gen rous, as becomes ſo great a Q, n | 
Herſelf too verꝰ dl in poliſh d Arts, will deign 
To hear your juft "Complaints, and eaſe your Pain. 
Her Aid obtain'd your righteous Claim ſecures, | 


For well ſhe . true corn is 1 
* 5 
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With Force united your ſunk Courage raiſe, 
And tune each Verſe to Carolina's Praiſe. 
Let ſtricteſt Truth adorn. your great Deſign, 
And make the Poem, like her Charms, divine. 
Deſcribe her fitting by Auguſtus fide, _ 
Thro' ev'ry Maze of State his ſureſt Guide, 
The ſweeteſt Conſort, and the trueſt F riend, 
(Aids, which not always do on Crowns ae 

Superior to her Sex, alike in Worth, 
As in the high Degrees of Rank and Binh, 
From whom the Graces and the = ce 1 1 
(Gems, which net often deck the Diadem) 
Born for the: publick Welfare, and to prove 
The nobleſt Pattern of connubial Love. 
Shew her too Ready in her Faith to bare 
Th' Imperial Throne, when Conſcience was che Bar, 
Ere yet the Britiſh! Crown: ſhe had in vie wo 
By ſuch a Sacrifice how, muck her duel. : 
With high- reſounding Notes exalt her Flame 
For ſolid Truth againſt an empty Name, 
That After-times may know ſhe plac'd her Truſt, 
1n George, whom ev'ry. Voice ſurnames the 7ſt. 


Next in ſucceſſive Order, duly 1 | 
Two Royal Youths, adorn'd with ev'ry Grace; 
Paint native Mildneſs in their manly Frame, 
Their Years unequal,” but their Minds the ſame, 
Form'd. by theirSire's Example to maintain 
Laws, which, ian Houſe was call d to Rajan... 


e | Firſt 
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Firſt of the female Line fair Anna draw, 
Supporting with her Hand the young Maſſau, 
Whom, ſprung from Heroes, Nature's Self inſpics 
Jo vie in Worth with his immortal Sires. 

Thrice happy Youth, in WWW to engage 
The moſt accompliſh'd Princeſs of her Age! 
Tell how his eager Steps to Glory move, 
The ſureſt Proof of undiſſembled Love, 
Whea leaving Charms, to which his Soul is ty'd, 
He ſhews his Courage worthy ſuch a Bride. 
Mark well this Remnant of a Godlike Race, 
In whom their brighteſt Talents join'd we trace, 
Their Zeal to reſeue Freedom from the Jaws 
Of brutal Force, and prop Religion's Cauſe, 
Protect the Weak, and ſeize the deftin'd Hour 
To free oppreſs'd Mankind from lawleſs Pow'r. 
Theſe were their Gift, nor doubt their N ephew' 8 Flame 
Will reach in time his Predeceſſor's Fame. 
Ally d to Kings, in native Freedom bred, 
Early he ſeeks their glorious Paths to tread, 
With ſocial Arts, and martial Virtues fraught, 
How can he fail, whom great Eugenius tau ght? 


Four Siſters ſtill remain to cloſe your Song, 
Joy of each Eye, and Theme of 'ev'ry Tongue, 
In whom their matchleſs Mother's Charms we trace, 
Her innate Goodneſs, and reſiſtleſs Grace. 
Two, like the Riſing-Sun, ſhoot milder Beams, 
From two his full meridian Brightneſs ſtreams. 


Tun'd 
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Tun'd to ſuch Strains, enrich'd with Themes, like theſe, 
Your Songs ſhall ever laſt, and ever pleaſe. | 
This Tribute paid, each Muſe again ſhall riſe, | | 
And with expanded Wings remount the Skies, 

On this Condition, that ſhe fairly own 

No Race, like Brunfwick's, e er adorn'd the Throne. 


But ſhould this Project, like ſome fairy Tale, | 
Or chymick Scheme; in Execution fail, 11 
Still may it anfwer, as a faithful Glaſs = 
Preſents the true Reſemblance of a Face, | 
The end for which twas drawn, which ſtrictly tends | 
To prove that Life's Succeſs on Skill depends. | 
All ſeek Content, but ftray in the Purſuit, 

We ſearch unwearied, but miſtake the Route. 

Amidſt a thouſand Paths that cheat the Sight, | 
What Art muſt guide us, if we chooſe the right? | 
Ev'n then, what Dangers do our Steps attend, 1 
What Fears purſue us to our Journey's end? | 
Admit thro' Perils without Number paſt | 
The fam'd Heſperian Walks we reach at laſt, | 
Still in our way a monſtrous Dragon lies 

To ſhield from Hands prophane the golden Prize, 
A Guard ſo watchfal, and a Foe ſo fell 

Would want the force of Hercules to quell. 


Some yet have been, and ſome there are, tho' few, 
Who ſuch Attempts have prov'd, and ſtill purſue. 
Time was when Rome s Dictators, wiſe, and great, 
Preferr'd to Noiſe and Pomp a cloſe Retreat, 


P Where 
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Where no corrupt Ambition ſtain'd their Breaſt, | 
But all they ſought was Liberty and Reſt, 

Where free from Flatt'ry, Envy, or Diſguiſe, . 
They ſaw the World, as 'twas, with. Nature's Eyes. 
Proud only of the Praiſe, they ſeem'd to ſhun, 
When offer d for ſome publick Service done, 
Regardleſs, ſo the Nation's Point was gain'd, 

Who bore a Part, or who the Whole obtain'd ;. 
And if to their Advice ſome Share was due, - 
They thank d the Gods and to their Farms withdrew... 
Unlike ſome reſtleſs Chiefs of modern Days, 
Who blame thro' Party-views what merits Praiſe; 
Obſtruct for private Ends the Wheels of State, 
And facrifice their Country to. their Hate, 
Oppoſing right or wrong the adverſe fade, 

And thwarting Power, which is to them deny'd,, 
Purſuing, tho' in vain, their wonted Pace, 

And throwing, Dirt on him they can't diſplace. 


Once when unbridled Numbers, roi of Shame, 
Attack d, like thoſe above, great Scipios Fame, 
Th' undaunted Chief, on wild Pretexts, arraign'd, 
Thus anſwer'd to a Charge his Soul diſdain d: 
Have I for this laid tow'ring Carthage low, 

« And vanquiſh'd Hannibal, Rome's fierceſt Foe? 
«© And means ſhe thus by Punich Arts to pay 
The Debt incurr'd on that important Day ? 
« PForbid it Honour, Virtue, Freedom, Fame, 


«. Rome's ancient Genius, and reſpected Name] 


« Hence, 
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Hence, to the Capitol with ſpeed repair, 

« And try to ſoften angry Jove with Pray'r, 

© Leſt in his Wrath he ſhould your Ruin doom, 
« And with his Thunder cruſh ungrateful Nome. 
He ſaid, th' aſtoniſh'd Crowd, who late were hir'd 
To clamour and abuſe, with Shame retir'd, 

As if ſome God had check d their mad Deſign, 
And made the Words he utter'd ſeem divine. 
This Victory gain'd, in Safety he withdrew, 
Reſolv'd a nobler Conqueſt to-purſue, 
And in a cloſe Receſs himſelf ſubdue. 


But of all Herdes, whom Retreat has crown'd 
With Praiſe, Timoleon is the moſt renown'd. 
Brave, juſt, humane, with rare Endowments fraught, 
In each Debate the publick Good he ſought, 
Who to his Country's Freedom was ſo true, 
That he their Tyrant in his Brother ſlew ; 
But then ſo deeply touch d at Nature's Call 
He wept the Brother in the Tyrant's Fall. 
His Task perform'd, he ſheath'd th'avenging Sword, 
Declin'd the Throne, and Liberty reſtor'd. 
What Patriot-breaſt with nobler Warmth could glow, 
Whoſe brighteſt Fame from ſuch Diſtreſs muſt grow ? 
Yet conſcious of his private Guilt he fled 
From publick Cares to mourn th' unhappy Dead, 
Shun'd outward. Greatneſs to atone his Sin, 
And choſe the wiſer Part, to reign within. 
Still to his Friends his cloſe Retreat was known, 
Theirs were his Counſels, but his Peace his own. 
= P 2 | Others, 
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Others, who long th' imperial Crown had worn, 

Have found its Weight toa heavy to be born, 

Preferr'd unforc'd a quiet, rural Lite. 

To all the Pomp of Empire mix'd with Strife, 

Who ſoon repenting on a ſtricter View, 

If Fame of Facts not ill averr'd. be true, 

Have ſought. too late their Scepters to regain, 

Which once their ſated Minds poſſeſs d with Pain. 

Whence ſpring ſuch Sallies is it hard to tell? 

Who doubts they riſe from want of judging well? 

Had Auſtrian Charles or Amadeus weigh d 

In Reaſon's Balance the Retreat they made, 

Would Fortitude, like theirs, have prov d ſo frail, 

And ſuffer d deep Regret to turn the Scale? 

Tis not a Start, or Whim, a Day, or Year, | 

That proves the Man, or makes bis Worth appear, 4 

But well to weigh, reſolve, and perſevere. | 

Tho' the firſt Heat may be with Vigour run, 

He wins the Race, who ends. as he begun. 

So Diocleſian once, howe'er we blame 

His pexſecuting Zeal, retrievd his Fame. 

When to his Courage due he had. attain'd: 

Imperial Sway, and long in Glory reign d, 

Fatigu d with Greatneſs, he renounc d the Load, 

And free from Cares his Garden his Abode, 

Prun'd his own Vines with more intenſe Delight, 

Than when he mow'd: his Thouſands in a Fight. 


Should we a decent Fact expoſe | to. view, 
Say, would the Piece be worſe: for being new? 


Con- 
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Conceive ſome Prince, long ſtruggling for a Crown, 
Who toſs'd by various Fate, now up, now down, 
Fix'd, and avow'd at laft, in one ſhort Hour 
Quits, uncompell'd, his ſcarce eſtabliſh'd Pow'r. 
Now view him among cloiſter d Monks immur'd, 
In his own Mind of all Ambition cur'd. 
Yet hardly Sol had clos d his annual Round, 
And Death laid low the Darling he had crown'd, 
When weary of his lov'd Receſs, or won | 
By female Arts, the Sice ſucceeds the Son, 8 
Forſakes the Convent, and remounts the Throne. 
But anxious ſtill, from Place to Place he roves, 
And hid from Sight the reſtleſs Pageant moves. 
To Cares averſe, by Subſtitutes he ſways | 
A manag'd Scepter, but in truth obeys. 
In Form a Monarch, he fubſcribes his Name 
To Acts of State, but ſeeks no other Fame; 
One Moment ftrives to be a King, the next 
The Monk prevails, between Extremes perplext; 
Thus rack'd with ſtrong Returns. of Cold and. Heat; 
He doubts if tis a Cell, or regal Seat, 0 
That moſt conduces to be truly Great. ; 
But ever doubting proves a daily Curſe, 
Can the moſt abject State of Lite be worſe ? 


But as luxurious Plenty Fevers breeds, 
And wild Diſſenſion from long Peace proceeds, 
See now what Seeds of Enmity are ſown, 
What Leagues are form'd to ſhake th imperial Throne, 


What 
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What Motives for renewing War are fram'd 
To palliate Breach of Faith; by all diſclaim 'd, 
What Slaughter ſtains again the Latian Plains, 
What mortal Strife for Rule in Poland reigns, 
On ſlight Pretexts what vaſt Efforts are made, 
Which to ſuſtain what Millions muſt be paid. 
Thus Kings to Conqueſts their Pretenſions boaſt, 
But the poor Subject tis that pays the Coſt. 
Ambition, Jealouſy, Reſentment, Hate, 
A well-watch'd Juncture, or the Hand of Fate, 
On this fide Vengeance, and on that Deſpair, 
Concur to threaten univerſal War. 
Already Diſcord's Torch erected high 
Shoots dreadful Flames thro' Earth, and Seas, and Sky. 
On the broad Viſtulès Banks ſo fierce they blaze, 
That ſcarce the Sailor knows where Dantzick was. 
Tho' once ſo lofty, now how ſunk, to ſhow 
That deepeſt Falls from high Preſumption flow ! 
See how the gentle Rhine's tranſparent Flood, 
Erewhile of filver Hue, now runs with Blood. 
Deſtructive War on both his Borders reigns, 
Nor Philipshurg now guards his fruitful Plains; 
Where uncontroll'd, rapacious brutal Force, 
Like ſome fierce Torrent, rapid in its Courſe, 
Rolls on impetuous with ungovern'd Sway, 
And breaks thro ev'ry Fence, that ſtops its way; 
Where lawleſs Plunder, deſtitute of Shame, 
And undiſguis d, wears Contribution's Name, 
While Eugene, wont to conquer, now declines 
Th' unequal Combat, ſafe within his Lines. 

| Not 
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Not ſo in former Wars his Part he bore, 
When Marlb rougb join d him on the Danube's Shore, 
Where, by his Pattern led, he match'd his Flame, 
And ſhar'd at Hochftet his immortal Fame. 
Or when at Turin or Belgrade he roſe 
More glorious ſtill, and cruſh'd alone his Foes. 
With Arms defenſive now he's forc'd to wait 
Slow Succours, and to ſhare a Baden's Fate. 
Yet, ſpite of Numbers, by ſuperior Skill 
He faves the Empire, tho' ſupported ilL 


All- ruling Providence, wilt thou look on, 
And ſee ſworn. Peace by perjur d Force undone; 
Faith yield to Fraud, and bold Invaders ſhare: 
The Spoils and Trophies of unrighteous War? 
If ſuch Chaſtiſement be by thee defign'd 
As Phyſick to correct deprav'd Mankind, 

And rival Nations, that contend for. Sway, 
Muſt, void of Pity, on each other prey, 

O fave Britannia from ſo dire a. Curſe, 

Than cruel War what Judgment can be worſe ? 
Of theſe late Miſchiefs guiltleſs is our Iſle, 
Tho' ſinful, ſhe abhors perfidious Guile. 

Of if by thy Decree ſhe's doom'd to bear 

A Part ſhe ſeeks to ſhun. in this new War, 

Be ſtill her wonted Guard in Times of Need, 
Till by her Arms once more the World be freed. 


Thus uncontroll'd by Conſcience, Law, or Shame, 
Incorrigible Man is ftill the ſame, 


Tho 
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Tho bound by Precepts human, and divine, 


By Nature made too fierce, or too ſupine, 
He mocks the golden Mean, and tho he views 


And owns what's Right, the Wrong he ſtill purſues. 
His Paſſions, once let looſe, th Aſcendant take, 


And Reaſon ſtaggers with the Fumes they make. 


Tho prone to good, How few poſſeſs the Skill 


To check the Sallies of th' unbridled Will ? 

Moſt fare like Archers ſhooting in the dark, 
Whoſe Arrows fall beneath, or paſs the Mark. 
Tormenting Thirſt of Pow'r, bewitching Love, 
Whoſe Joys ſo tranſient, oft ſo bitter prove, 
Baſe Avarice, ſenſeleſs Pride, luxurious Gain, 
Whoſe fanſied Pleaſures end in real Pain, 

Like ſome Inchanter's Spell our Senſes charm, 
Unleſs ſome Grace divine their Force diſarm. 
Thou, M------, number'd with the few, that ſhare 
This heav'nly Aid, haſt ſcap'd the dang'rous Snare, 
Whoſe glitt ring Texture ſo deludes our Eyes, 
We ſeldom heed the Hook, that holds the Prize. 
Intangled in the Toil too late we find 

That Liberty and Peace are left behind. 
Courts, like the Lion's Cave, to all are free, 

No threatning Dangers we at Entrance fee. 


Th Unartful, and Refin'd, the Weak and Strong, 


Go in ſecure, but do they keep fo long? 
Without unfetter'd, are they fo within, 
And come they forth the ſame they enter d in? 


Of ſuch indeed ſo lucky, or ſo wiſe 


Fame ſometimes ſpeaks, but not without _ 
Yet 
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Yet ev n af theſe how few their Fortune bleſs, 

And fly from Danger's Reach to ſafe Receſs ? 

To cure Ambition is to ſhun the Snare, 

Who in his Wits would barter Peace for War, 

When Safety may be had, Deſtruction chooſe, 

And pluck a pointed Thorn before a Roſe ? 

Hail ſweet Retirement, uncorrupted Good, 

By moſt how prais'd, yet by how few purſu'd ! 

In thee our long - loſt ſelves again we find, 

Health dwells with thee, and chearful Peace of Mind, 
And Probity, that dignifies Mankind. 

Pow'r, Wealth, and Titles may proceed from Kings, 
But 'tis from Probity true Greatneſs ſprings. 


Led by this golden Rule, when Honour fail'd, 
And mad Diſſenſion in old Rome prevail dm, 
Pomponius wiſely choſe a calm Retreat, 

And ſcorn'd on Virtue's Ruins to be great. 

Tho' to his Country's Good his Vows were paid, 
Nor were his Counſels wanting to its Aid, 
Humane, and noble, in the common Woe, 
Where Merit ſeem'd diſtreſs d, he knew no Foe. 
All Parties were alike, when Honour call'd 

To ſhield defenceleſs Worth, by Might inthrall'd. 
Retir'd, and independent, thus he paſt 

A well-ſpent Life, reſpected to the laſt, 


Thou, ſecond Atticus, whom Britain nurſt 
In times, Iike his, art equal to the firſt. 


Q Nor 
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| Nor doubts the World, that who ſo long has run 


A ſteady Courſe, will end as he begun. 

And ſhould the Muſe another Pattern join 

In Worth and Fame not unreſembling thine, 

With Raynham's Lord, in wiſe Retirement bleſt, 
Renouncing publick Cares for private Reſt, 
Not meanly would ſhe cloſe her looſe Eſſay, 

To abler Writers meant to point the way, 


| 
E * Where Subjects worthy of her Art are found, 
Whoſe Lives with loud Applauſe are juſtly crown'd. 


— 
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In an E716 71A to a Friend, who was in doubt what 
Courſe to take in difficult Times. 


Servetur ad imum 


Qualis ab incepto proceſſerit, & fibi conſtet. Hor. 
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BARE Gives Proof undoubted of no vulgar Mind, 
With Joy, my Friend, I your Commands obey, 
And fly to meet you more than half the way. 


Vou grant Retirement is the wiſer Choice, 
But few, you ſay, attend to Wiſdom's Voice. 
© What, quit the flatt ring hopes of Rank and Pow, 
„ When Fortune ſmiles, renounee the Shepherd's Hour, 
« Or when for faithful Service rais d on high, 
e Deſert old Friends, and with the Times comply; 
« And, what ſeems harder yet to Fleſn and Blood, 
Leave Bedford: Head Repaſts for rural Food, 
« Prefer to Party- wiles a fair Renown; | 
0 And quit for dull Retreat the ſprightly Town, 
5 « Courts, 
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« Courts, Drawing-rooms, Aſſemblies, . Operas, ro, * 
« A Stag to murder, or a Fox to chaſe, N 
« Or when the couching Dog his Game "i ſer, 

« To draw th' unheeding Partridge to the Net; 

« Remain unactive in theſe Broils of State, 

« Nor ſhine but in ſome Borough - Club Debate 
« Can ſuch Philoſophy true Patriots pleaſe? *. 
* Suits ſuch a Doctrine buſy Times, like theſe? 


e When D' Anvers, guided by an artful Hand, 
Spreads rank Sedition thro a poiſon d Land, 


* Attempts th unwary Subject to beguile, 1 
* And frights with Phantoms our deluded Iſle, 


© Seeks to er in the Root of Britain's Peace, 


« And make the Revolution's Friends decreaſe, Fl 
© Deceives the Feeble, captivates the Strong, . 
© And with vain Dreams amuſes old and young, 
Like cheating Fires by Night their Steps miſleads 
« Where Bogs and Marſhes ſpread their ſinking Beds, 
« Or Thickets hide the hollow Mountain's Brow, 


C Or Torrents roll unheard thre Vales below: 


« When Whigs and Tories ſhamefully combine, af 12 
« And in fantaſtick Schemes abſurdly j Jom, 
« When Party-Feuds are- grown to ſuch a bei 


% That Foes embrace, and Oppoſites unit 


« When monſtrous Births without the leaſt Rm 1 


< Diſprace fair Nature, and. her Laws n - 


« When Diſſertations upon Parties writ.. mY: . 
« With rankeſt N _— da wp fur Wity ene » 
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« Whoſe Author, from his Gall's unending Store 

« Has there outleapt the Bounds he kept before, 

« While, righteous Patriot, as he would be thought, 

« He finks th enormous Ills which once he wrought, 
« And tho, like S:/yphus, he toils in vain, 

« Th unweary'd Labourer ſtill renews his Pain. 

« When modern Perfian Tales keep up the Ball, 

« Leſt Caleb's Force decay d ſhould let it fall, 

« Is this a time, you argue, to retire, 

« When Faction's Brand would ſet the World on Fire ? 


And yet fagacious Tully once withdrew 
In Storms like theſe, and was commended too. 
For when, too weak to ſtem the Flood, he ſaw 
That Vice prevail'd, and Force to Right gave Law, 
A well-weigh'd Prudence taught him to endure 
The Wrongs he daily wept, but could not cure. 
Change but the Scene, and others may be found 
As wiſe as Cicero on Britiſh Ground. | 
There was a Time, nor ancient is the Date, 
When faithful Yerus ſteer d the Bark of State. 
Firm to his Country's Cauſe, in Buſineſs bred, 
Early he choſe in Virtue's Paths to tread. 
Laborious, watchful, and ſo nicely Juſt, _ 
He fcorn'd by Cunning to diſgrace his Truſt. 
Round Dealing was the honeſt way he us d, 
Suitors were ſoon diſpatch d, but not amus d. 
A ſhort, deciſive Anſwer ſuited beſt 
With one, who wore no Doublings in his Breaſt. 


S 
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80 ſond a Parent, and a Friend ſo true, 


He ſeem'd to entertain no other view, | 
Yet Blood nor Friendſhip could the Stateſman ay 
The ſtronger Ties of Duty to betray. 


Thus faſhion'd, when he unt that Order ceas d, 
And high-flown Claims from Party-views increasd, 
That Diſcontent, by wild Ambition led, 

Caball'd each Hour, and rear d her Hydra Head, 
That Honour, Gratitude, and Senſe of Same 
Were mock'd, and Virtue counted but a Name, 


Fatigu'd with vain Efforts to vanquiſh Strife, 


He fled from publick Care to private Life, 


Breath'd Air untainted at his rural Seat, 
And ſoon forgot that ever he was great. 


Should two ſuch Patterns of uncommon fize 
Prove inſufficient, ſee à third ariſe. 
Ere Verus made a Truce with Toil and Care, 
He brought Bracillus in the Helm to ſhare, 
Second to none in worth, Quick-ſighted, Juſt, 
None better fill'd, or more adorn'd his Truſt. 


Io foreign Labours train d, he ſaw and grac'd 


The weſtern Courts, 1heria's Maxims trac'd, . 

Where golden Tagus to the Ocean flows, 
And next where Canem, fourth from Homer, roſe, 
He warn d Brugamau to withſtand the Pride 
Of tow ring Gaul, and won him to our fide, 
From this ſucteſsful Scheme, with Labour wrought, 
Imperial Mary prov'd the Monarch's Lot. 

0 | With 
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With new Inſtructions arm'd, the Legate flew | 


O'er the white-A/ps old Friendſhips to renew, 
In deep Diſtreſs intrepid Yi&or ſaw, 

| Whom neither Force could tame, nor Ruin awe, 
Extoll'd his Courage, waited on his Fate, 

Till one ſure Blow retriev'd his vanquiſh'd State. 
The Fortune of that Day Bracillus ſhar'd, 

And reap'd on his Return a juſt Reward. 

Thro' diff rent Stations well-deſerv d he paſt, 
And ev'ry Poſt he fill'd alike he grac'd. 

So ſteady were his Steps, ſo true his Zeal 

For Brunſwick's Safety, and the publick Weal, 
That when an Exile's Cauſe was in Debate, 
Whoſe wicked Arts had almoſt ſunk the State, 
Still uniform, he differ'd with the Throng, 
That lightly voted what he thought was wrong. 
His piercing Foreſight by th' Event appears, 

And Time, alas! has juſtify'd his Fears. 


Before this dire Epoch ſweet Concord ſmil'd, 
No ſacred Characters were then revil'd ; ' 
The Springs of Government were clean and ſtrong, 
Joy fill'd each Eye, and flow'd from ev'ry Tongue. 
No Phaeton beyond his Province ſoard, 
Calm was the Senate, -and the Prince ador'd. 
No Murmurs echo'd thro' our happy Plains, 


George rul'd in Peace, and alpole held the Reins. 


A milder Prince the Scepter never {way'd, 
Nor milder Miniſter his Will obey'd. 


R 
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No ſooner Dulon for his Country's Sins 
Reviews his native Barth, but Strife begins. 
Foul Faction's pois'nous Breath pollutes the Land, 

Sedition roars, and Laws are at a ſtand. 

No Bounds are kept, no Decency maintain d, 
Falſe Facts, and falſe Deſigns are baſely feign d. 
Injurious Libels daily Venom ſpread, 
And Party- rancour lifts her threatning Head. 
Who wonders, if amidſt ſuch raging Fires 
Bracillus mourns his Country, and retires ? 7 


To ſee, tho one the Specie its of Mankind, 
How vaſtly various is the human Mind, 
What Whims unfettle/fome, and others fix, 


1 85 For what Deſigns repugnant Tenets mix, 


8 
wa —— * — — 2 
— , owt oe — * 2 


— I INE 


— — —— 


—— cy wm mon — — — ago 


How rareh Faction gains her wicked End, 
And tho' ſelf-confrious; how averſe to mend, 
Led by a few, whoſe Pride, Revenge, or Hate 
To cruſh their Foes would ſacrifice the State: 
To ſee this Jumble, without Form or Plan 
Contriv'd to laſt, : poſſeſs the Soul of Man, 
As if wiſe Providence, that plac'd: him here, 
| Left him without a Guide his Courſe to ſteer; 
To mark whole Nations in Confuſion hurt d, 
Like the firft- Chaos, ere was fam d the World; 
To ſee this Maſs of inconſiſtent Things 
Extend from ſhackled Slaves to ſcepter'd Kings, 
Might haply tempt ſome Sophifis to advance 
That all below the Meon was rul'd by Chance. 


But 
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But Eyes, that ſee; and Minds that think, diſdain 
To hold a Doctrine ſo abſurdly vin. 
Has not each Scheme, which Art or Wit can draw, 
Its Cauſe, and its Effect, by Nature's Law ? 
| Directs not ev'ry Faculty its way, 
As Reaſon guides, or ſtronger Paſſions "RY 
How oft do Vice and Virtue ſink and riſe, 
Like Springs, which Drought exhauſts, or Rain ſupplies, 
Juſt as the courſe of Times or Modes prev . 
As looſe Example gains, or ſtricter fails? 
Thus in one Age a Zeal for Freedom runs, 


The next perhaps its beſt Defenders ſhuns. 


This Point allowed, what Sceptick can deny 
But as when Tempeſts {weep the nether Sky, 
And ſhake the Globe, old Ocean's Channels roar, 
And mocking Belgia's Dykes o'erflow the Shore, 
Till Mounds more lofty from behind' repel 
Th' impetuous Billows, and their Fury quell, 

So where domeſtick Strife a State divides, 

And thirſt of Sway contending Parties guides, 
(For ſpite of all Pretexts, tis Pow'r alone 

That moves their Chiefs to urge Diſſenſion on) 
Mock-Patriots rage, inpatient of Control, 

And in their firſt Attack-like Torrents roll, 
With Clamour's Aid, and many a falſe Pretenee, 
Tranſgreſs the Bounds of Duty and of Senſe, 
Till Freedom's laſt Defences ftronger found 

Her Foes . en to ſtand their Ground. 


3 475 We 
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We grant when Party- broils divide the Great, 
And Diſcord threatens to diſſolve the State, 
'Tis Duty then to lend a helping Hand 
To ſave in her Diſtreſs our Mother-Land. 
Nor own we leſs, as ſtands the human Frame, 
Whoſe ruling Paſſions are in moſt the n | 
How hard it is to gain or to refign - 
An envy'd Poſt, where Rank and Profit join. 
But which the ruder Task, to quit, or gain, 
A recent Caſe the Problem may explain. R 


Priſcus, who long had preſs d to be employ d, 
Tho oft repuls d, at laſt his Wiſh enjoy'd. 
Plac d on a foreign Stage he play d his Part, 
And learnt his Trade by Practice more than Art. 


His Poſt he kept till he was own'd the Dean 


Of all the Troop; and whiten'd on the Scene. 
Yet ſuch was found his unaſpiring Soul, 
He toil'd contented with an Under-roll. 

Tho' mated ſtill by ſome ſuperior Name, 


As Mills by Milli of late Theatrick Fame, F 
Pleas d in the main, ſince what he'earn'd was paid, 


He laugh'd, and fatten'd with the Gains he made. 


But as, fince Man was fram'd, no State below : 


Was e er exempt from ſome degree of Wwe, ai bn f. 
The Sweets he gather d from his Public 1 WI 
Were all imbitter'd by a ſcraping Wife, tun 
Unequal, always ſiek, yet ſwell'd with Pride, - 

By Fits religious, and v:Stitew beſide: WC Woll Ht 
At length by courſe of Time and Service broke, 

Thus to a eee he ſpoke. « 0 
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« O Friend, inform me of ſome lonely Cell 
Where ſoft Repoſe, and true Contentment dwell. 

« Grown old in Tumult, and fatigu'd with Toil, 

« I long to ſettle in ſome peaceful Soil, | 

« Where no wing'd Meſſengers with Plans and Schemes 
« Arrive at dead of Night, or haunt my Dreams. 

« Beſide, when once the Sun withdraws his Heat, 

«© Nature and Prudence both adviſe Retreat, 

« To wind our Bottoms ere our lateſt Breath, 


« And ſeek an Interval 'twixt Life and Death.” 


Pleas'd with a Thought ſo juſt, his Friend replies, 
« A Place like that you want has bleſt my Eyes. 
e In Yaud's delightful Slope, which Mountains bound, 
« Where Vintage-mirth, and Harveſt-homes are found, 
« Near Leman's Lake, beneath whoſe ſilver Tide 
« The rapid Rhone's unmingled Waters glide, 
« A Villa ſtands, not unremark d by Fame, 
«© Where Ludlow dwelt, and Vevay is its Name. 
% Renown'd in War, and vanquiſh'd but by Fate, 
« From Cromwel's Tyranny, and Gharles's Hate 
« The guilty, tho' well-meaning Rebel, fled 
« A willing Exile here, to fave his Head. 
« In this ſweet Spot, remote from Care and Strife, 
« The thoughtful Chief retrac d his former Life, 
Felt no Reproach, where Conſcience was his Guide, 
« But liv'd unanxious, and as calmly dy d. 
« Who wonders then, that reads upon his Tomb, 
« Here lies the Foe of Slavery, and Rome ? + 


Mov'd 
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| Mov'd with the fair Deſcription, Priſcus pray d 
He ſo might die, and ſaid his Choice was made. 
Fond of Retirement he was fully bent 
To end his Days at Fevay in Content. 
But; ah, how frail is mortal Man's Device | 
Who counts without his Wife muſt reckon twice. 
No ſooner had the Dame his Purpoſe ſcan d, 
But with an Air, accuſtom'd to command, 
Like ſome fierce ſouthwind's Blaſt ſhe rais d har Wess | 
And thus reprov'd his raſh, ill-grounded Choice. 
« What, gaily quit Appointments, ſuch as ours, 
« More duly paid, than Spring produces Flow'rs, 
Renounce a publick Poſt, which Envy draws, 
« And facred Rights, ſcarce limited by Laws, 
« (For tho we ſhine but in the third Degree, 
« What Legate is more privileg'd than we?) 
« To act a private Roll in Parts remote, 
«* And ſpend our Gains, where nothing's to be got? 
« Air, Diet, Peace perhaps may add to Health ? 
« But can an Income loſt increaſe our Wealth ? 
© Immur'd in Mountains, where eternal Snow 
“ Melts but to freeze, and leſſens but to grow, 
« Soon ſhould we mourn in Anguiſh, Want, and Pain 
« Our humble Station left, but mourn in vain. 
| Who in his Wits would harbour Thoughts like theſe? 
il « What Life without a Poſt can ever pleaſe?” 
She ſaid, and flouncing out, as if ſhe flew, 
| Chairs, Tables, Standiſh, Papers down ſhe threw, 
| Drag d by her Hoop; in ſuch a fudden Fright 
What Secrets might have been expos'd to light, 
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Had ſome ſly Dealer in the prying way 
With Argus Eyes been preſent at the Fray ? 
Amaz d, poor Priſcus, to avoid the roar 
Of ſuch another Storm, ſtill plies the Oar. 


Hear next the Counſel, ere this Point we wave, 
Which once fam d Nocbeſter to Savil gave. 
When now from Embaſſies return d he ſought 
A Poſt, not diſproportion'd, as he thought, 
To Service paſt, the Helm of State, no leſs, 
(The juſt Tranſition eaſy one would gueſs) 
His Plans for Pow'r adjuſted in a trice, 
And rais'd with Hope, he ask'd his Friend's Advice. 
His Purpoſe heard: I'd rather chooſe to dwell 
e In Rufjan Snows, or in a Hermit's Cell, 
Replies the Peer, than act at any rate 
« On Britaius Stage the Miniſter of State. 
If wiſe, friend Harry, thou wouldſt aim no more 
« At ſuch a Poſt, then Flocks would quit the Shore 
« To risk a Paſſage o'er ſome rapid Flood, 
&« And leave known Paſture for uncertain: Food, 
« Or Boys would venture up a Crabtree's height 
« For Fruit, which Hogs below, unſtary'd, would flight. 
« Beſides in Courts who riſes but to fall? 
« What Footing's fure upon a ſhelving Ball? 
«© The Wretch, who fpurns the humble Vale to tread 
« Olympus Top, or Tenerif's pointed Head, 
“ Soon, giddy grown, regrets the Plains beneath, 
« Where wiſer Peaſants without Danger breathe.” 
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The ſage Advice prevail'd, and grew the Theme 
Of publick Talk, yet paſs'd but for a Dream, 

Till Savil prov'd the Thing was more than Sport 
By quitting once for all the Town and Court. 


If to the Service of the State be join'd 
For Wealth and Rank a certain Bent of Mind, 
Beware you reckon not without your Hoſt, 
Goods, dearly purchas d, ſeldom quit the Coſt. 


Rank, Pow r, and Place were great Godo/phin's Lot, 


But did he gain by theſe a ſingle Groat ? 

His Fame aroſe from publick Deeds alone, 
Tis true in Britains Good he found his own, 

But private Wealth he deem'd not worth his Care, 
And only left his Father's to his Heir, 

Who, genuine Offspring of a matchleſs Sire, 
Bounds t to FO ung, Weal * fole Dalits. 


Ev'r n * who drive thi ane Gen his Poſt, 
And, nurs'd by Faction, made her Arts his Boaſt, 
Who like the Ruſtick in the Fable fard, 
That warm'd the Snake, whoſe Sting was his Reward: 
What to his Son bequeath'd he, when he dy'd? 
A dear-bought Title ; left he ought beſide? 
Hence may we ſee that Rank, and Wealth, and mia, 14 
Tho' Years a r* in a Day. | 


But till you urge that he, who holds the Reins, 
Tho' crofs'd by Faction, his high Poſt maintains, 


Supports 
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Supports our Iſle in Credit and in Peace, 

While unrelaxing Wars abroad increaſe, 

Whoſe ſteady Zeal amidſt oppoſing Crouds 

From bold Sedition's Darts his Perſon ſhrouds; 

Happy to ſerve a King, whoſe gracious Smile 

Protects the. Man, in whom he finds no Guile, 

From this rare Pattern you' your Text purſue, 

That ſome in Courts are lucky, tho' but few, 

That high Concerns of State we ought to range 

With diff rent Years, ſome ſmooth, ſome prone to change; 
Theſe, like a gentle Stream, fo ſoftly glide, 

That to our Eyes ſcarce moves the flowing Tide, 
While others, ſwell'd with Rage, like Torrents roll, 
Which neither Force can ſtem, nor Skill control, 

Juſt as unequal Times Occaſion give, 

As Union guides, or Diſcontents arrive. 

Some, various-hued, nor good nor bad we name, 

And ſome, as turn Events, we praiſe or blame. 

Who doubts theſe Truths? yet ſtill you'll grant me this, 
What's well we ſlight, but roar at what's amiſs. 


Thus on a tott'ring Baſe Dominion ſtands, 
Like a tall Fabrick built on moving Sands, 
Whoſe Bottom yielding in a Soil unſound, 

Soon brings the Superſtructure to the Ground. 
Yet Wealth, we find, and Eloquence, and Fame, 
If Pow'r be wanting, ſcarce deſerve a Name. 

To prove this Point, if common Vouchers fail, 
You need but liſten to the following Tale. 


8 Craſſus, 
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Craſſus, as ſome approvd Memoirs relate, 
Once ſerv'd the Court, and figur d in the State. 
With Parts for Action fit his Zeal was ſtrong, 
His Voice ſonorous, voluble his Tongue. 

In all Committees none diſeharg d his Task 
With better Grace, or more without a Mask, 
Whether to ſift the dark Intrigues of thoſe 
Who join'd in private with the Nation's Foes, 
Or form Reports propitious to the State, 

Or manage en ſecond fome warm Debate: 

Till caught in crafty Dolon's ſubtle Snare 

The Name of Subaltern he could not bear. 
Fidus, a truſty. Friend; was ſent for ſtraight, 
Diſſatisfy' d, like him, but more ſedate, 
Whoſe Air compos d, and whoſe affected Flegm 
In publick made him leſs preſumptuous ſeem. 
In Buſineſs or Diſcourſe: is Words were few, 
But Treaties and Records by Heart he knew, 
And Party- Schemes with great Acuteneſs drew. 
To him armvid, with wild, diſorder'd Mien 
Thus Craſſus at his Entrance vents his Spleen. 


“Of you, my Friend, your Fellow-Lab'rer ſeeks 


« Advice, then lend an Ear to what he ſpeaks. 

« Shall I, who yield in Wealth, perhaps in Fame, 
« To few, be cozen'd with a ſecond; Name? 

« Whoſe: Frowus, or what Reverſe have I to fear? 
* 'Tis known that I have Thouſands by the Year. 
« Who in My Place would be Grimatkin's Paw- 
« The roſted Cheſnuts from the, Flames to draw. 


; 


cc For 
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« For Bertrand's uſe, at his Commands to ſtoop, 
« Watch for his Nod, and boaſt to be his Dupe ? 
„Whole Years to toil, by Time and Service worn, 
« And ſtill a Sabaltern, can this be born ?” 
Fidus, who ſaw his Drift, replies, ( Tis true, 
* Your Caſe is hard, but can you better do? 
“Better, no doubt. With Dolox he'd engage, 
* And Dolor's Friends, the Patriots of the Age, 
«© Nor would he leave their Band, till thoſe he hates 
«© Were out, and Fortune thunder'd at his Gates 
« To offer him Carte blanche. The Profpe&'s fair, 
ce (Says Fidus then) but would you ſtop, when there? 
« Who doubts it (with a Grin retorts his Friend ?) 
« What Courſers puſh beyond the Race's end? 
Say, wouldſt thou not be wrapt in Joy to ſee 
« Our brave third Edward's Garter bind my Knee, 
« The Azure Ribbon o'er my Shoulder caſt, 
« With England 's Patron dangling at my Waſte, 
A blazing Star imboſsd upon my Coat, 
« And crouching Senates, as I diate, vote? 
«© What follows next? To hold the gilded Reins, 
« And drive Corruption from the tainted Plains, 
« Make Foes unite, and Party-rage ſubſide, 
« And Coalition my Support and Pride. 
« But where's your Wand (ſays Fidus, with a Laugh) 
© Mean you to Lord it thus without the Staff? 
« You rave, my Dear, for is t not all a Caſe 
« With or without it, ſo one has the Place? 


fr - 


La) 


c 


« That Thruſt (ſays t other) was well-puſt'd at leaſt, 


« But now ſuppoſe you mounted on your Beaſt, | 
133 8 2 | ce Sole 
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« Sole Miniſter, will haughty Dolton ſtoop, ff F 
« And'deign to be of him he rais d the Dupe $B 
« Will he, who bounds within himſelf his view, | 1 
ce With Patience ſee the Helm uſurp'd by you? 1 
de Will all the Leaders of the Patriot-band, = 
« That ſtrive for Sway, ſubmit to your Command? | 4 


« Will thoſe, who dare their native Land inflame 
« For Pow'r and Place, bear your ſuperior Name? 
« What think you of this Bar to your Delight? 

&« I think you would a Child with Goblins fright. 
« When once ſecur'd within the Lines of Pow'r, 


« I'll ruin all their Batt'ries in an Hour. =_ 
« Should foul-tongu'd Caleb mouth it, as before, | E | 
« know the way to make him ceaſe to roar. | = 
4 His black Deſigns I've fifted to a Hair, | F 
« Then let him bawl, and threaten, if he dare, F 
« This Barrier gain'd, what next will you purſue? i 
« Ends here the Farce, or have you more to ſhew ? + 


« Then, ſneering Fidus, on this ſunny Hill 

« Lodg'd to our Soul's Content, we'll laugh our fill. 

« Thyſelf, to Honours rais d, ſhall bear thy Part, 

« By Truſt and Merit neareſt to my Heart. 

« Next to my Sphere thy leſſer Orb ſhall ſhine, 

« And one in Friendſhip we'll our Labours join 

« To purge the Droſs and Rankneſs of the Soil, 

« And reap in Peace the Fruits of all our Toll,” 

Pauſing a while, thus anſwers in the end 

The cool Adviſer of his heated Friend. 

© What unpropitious Star controls your Pow'r 

« To take your ſwing of Joy this inftant Hour? 
n « Health, 
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“Health, Affluence, Parts, and Years not yet declin'd 
« Give means ſufficient, had you but the Mind. 

« Your Plans of Greatneſs, now your fav'rite Theme, 

« You'd find in Practice a deluſive Dream. 

« As on the Stage, when Booth perform'd his Part 

« With all the force of Genius and of Art, | 

« Tf long the Scene, we yawn'd, and wiſh'd 'twere done, 


« Impatient till a new, tho' worſe, came on. 


« 80 ſhould a ſecond FYalfngham ariſe, 

« Great as the firſt, as ſpotleſs, and as wile, 

« Ere Years were laps d, the Burden of the Song 
« Would run, What Pilot ever fteer'd fo long? 


 « *Tis time he quit, we want another Guide, 


«© One Syſtem long what Briton can abide? 
« Thus, Craſſus, take a Friend's well-meant Advice, 
« Leave Dolon to his Fate, and thou be wiſe.” 


This Counſel, tho at farſt the Patriot's Sport, 
Was follow'd, and he made his Peace at Court. 
Tir'd with unanſwering Schemes, at length he try'd 
To gain by Stooping what he loft by Pride. 
But how the Knot was faſten'd, or by whom, 


What Cenſures paſt at Paris, or at Rome, 


Or what befel him in his new Purſuit, 
The Party-Authors of his Time difpute. 
Some tax'd his Levity, ſome prais'd his Skill, 
But none aver he reach'd his Samm-Hill. 


From hence we gather that in Wiſdom's School 


The ſteady Conduct is the ſafeſt Rule. 
Look 
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Look round the diff rent Ranks that fill the Town, 
The T nNgs that haunt the Court, or wear the Gown, 


That toil in Commerce, or. for Place conteſt, 


You'll find the ſteady Dealers thrive the beſt, 
Who led by ene take Honour's Road, 
their private in the publick Good. 
While : others not unconſcious how they fail 
In Merit's weight, put Cunning in the Scale, 


Attempt by mean, finiſter Arts to rife, 
And to obtain their Any, move Earth and Skies, 


But what avails ſuch Conduct in the end ?, 
Had Hanno, when diſmis d, a ſingle Friend? 
Blazing a while with Splendour not his on, 

A ſudden Flaſh, the ſhort· lid Meteor ſhone. 

But when the Vapour, that appear'd ſo fair, 
Was once exhal d, it burſt, and ſunk in Air. 
Could his Refuſal greater Lengths to run 

Atone for all the Wrongs already done? 

If certain memorable, Times wg trace, 

What 11 is not Rartled, at thoſe, Days? 
The firſt Quagrennium ey'n of Mere s Reign 

Ran ſmoothly on and paſs d without a Stain. 
But who can ſay the four concluding Years, 

Of gracious Anne produc” d. no, ground for, Fears? 
In that fam d Juncture, can the chymick _ 
80 near Projection, pals. for nought but Dreams? 
Can Europe's Safety, and Britannias and ui 
Confounded, be derach'd. from Haunds Name?) 


Within 
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Within that Period was there no Defigh 
To fruftrate or diſtreſs the Brumſwicl Line? 
Was Urrecht's Peace, with Infamy obtain d, 
For no concerted dang'rous Purpoſe gain'd ? 
Deck d with ſuch Enſigns who regards the Ground 
Where Hanno lies, or ſtamps not, where tis found? 


But what's the Bait preſaging Cora draws 
To plead with warmth a once exploded Cauſe? 
Have promiſes prevail'd, that when' the Hour 
Long look d- for comes, he too ſhall ſhare in Pow'r? 
Whence can a Change ſo unexpected ſpring? 
Was it a Staff he wanted, or a String? 
And yet ſome ſignal Boons he had receiv'd, 
If Fame, not always falſe, may be believ'd: 
But many a Favour done, if one's'deny'd,' 
That one not granted; cancels all beſide. 


To prove this Truth ſome nameleſs Author tells 
He ſaw the following Scene which he reveals. 
It chanc'd one Day, when Lelius was alone, 
At leaſt he thought he was obſerv' d by none, 
Amidſt his Books and Pictures as he walk d, 
Thus to himſelf th unguarded Stateſman talk'd. 
« Is't then for thee, thou Gugaw of a String, 
« That my whole Life has been upon the Wing, 
« Thro' toilſom Days, and ſleepleſs Nights has run, 
« For thee, thou Trifle, by a Weaver ſpun? 
At ſuch a Prize what Cynick would not laugh, 
« Unleſs ſupported by the magick Staff, 

« Whoſe 
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« Whoſe all-controling Pow'r, like Merlin's Wand, 

c Holds Earth, and Seas, and Stars at its Command? 
« But that refus d, this ſtout, indignant Breaſt, 

« Which feels the worth it boaſts, contemns the reſt.” 
This ſaid, he pull'd/the pendant String he wore 
With ſuch a Force, it dropt upon the Floor. 


But to return : What thin Diſguiſes wears 
Poor Corax to prevent the Blame he fears? 
Land-Armies, Fleets equipp d in Times of Peace, 
Tho Europe bleeds, are Themes that never ceaſe. 
But are theſe Seeds of daily Conteſt ſwn 
More for his Country's Profit than his own? | 
Corruption, Places, Penſions are his Cue, 

But is it ſure they hide no private view? 

From Party-rancour tis Mens ' Aims we gueſs, 
The Pow'r they blame we judge they would poſſeſs, 

Hence 'tis we learn that all their Noiſe and Hate 

Tend more by rm chan reform the State. 


| One Hint 3 to Gras, ere the b 
| The Muſe with honeſt Plainneſs dares commend. 
| _ *Tis drawn from ſober Seldens Table-talk, | 
| „ Old Friends to live with, and old Shoes to walk,” 
1 The Sage approves, not urg d by way of Joke, 
| For by a Monarch he avers 'twas ſpoke. = 
| Th' Advice is wholſom, and deſerving note, 
Nor lefs an old Remark, which others quote, 
That when from Party-rage fierce Squabbles grow, 
The Hand that threatens(olt receives. che Blow. in) 
Thus, 


. 
ELIAS TY 
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Thus, Sir, the Task which you injoin'd is done, 
Perhaps my Zeal too great a length has run. 
But doubts, like yours, and caſt in ſuch a Mould, 
Ask Skill to ſolve, and Leiſure to unfold. 
If in this rude Eſſay you haply find 
Some Hints not uſeleſs to a ductile Mind, 
Whoſe Bent, tho' wavering, ſeeks to ſhun Extremes, 
And real Life prefer to empty Dreams, 
Leſs anxious I ſhall quit my native Shore 
To gain a Truce from Ills we both deplore. 
Happy, if while exotick Lands I tread 
I learn that honeſt Views at home ſucceed, 
That many an Eye, grown dim with too much Light, 
Couch'd by our Walpolès Hand recovers Sight, 
That Faction, late fo daring, ſtrikes her Sails, 
And Truth, detach'd from Prejudice, prevails, 
That ancient Virtue in our Iſle revives, 
And ancient Honour, long neglected, thrives, 
That Senates, grown attentive to our Woes, 
Drive from amongſt ourſelves our worſt of Foes. 
Then, nor before, my purpos'd Tour ſhall end, 
Till then adieu my Country and my Friend, 


ON THE 


Vicious Bent and Taſte of the Times. 


In an Epiſtle to the Right Honourable 


Sr ROBERT WALPOLE. 
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Nos nequiores, mox daturos 
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Vicious Bent and Taſte of * TIMES. 


HILE now four Luſters at the Helm of State 
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Bb 7 1&2 You fit, and grapple with contending Fate, 
ort reſtleſs Faction tem the raging Tide, 
And cer its ſwelling Waves triumphant ride, 

Fir d with a Theme ſo worthy of her Choice, 
Again th' advent'rous Muſe exalts her Voice. 

But leſt the Publick, by a Strain too long, 

Should ſuffer Loſs, few Words compoſe her Song. 


Somers, Godolphin, Stanhope, once refin'd 
In Arts, whoſe Tenour was to ſerve Mankind, 
Who, while they liv'd, our ſavage natures tam'd, 
And, when they died, for deathleſs Deeds were fam'd ; 
Whoſe Zeal for Truth their ev'ry Thought ingroſt, 


And Thirſt of Honour was on Earth their Boaſt ; 
| Whoſe 
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Whoſe Wiſdom fav'd us from the daring Foe, 
When Zurope ſaw with Dread th' impending Blow, 
From worſe than foreign Wars preſerv'd our Ile, 
Made homebred Fears ſubſide, and Union ſmile, 
And who their Country's Freedom to defend 

Ne'er ceas'd their Tolls till their lamented End, 
Before they mounted to the Stars complain d 

Their Views below had been unjuſtly ſtain d. 


Unmatch'd in War has Mamborough better ſped, 
Tho' never-fading Laurels crown'd his Head ? 
He, who ſo oft repuls d the Gauli in Fight, 3 
Nor ſtopt to breathe, but cours d them in their Flight 
Like hunted Stags, ho preſs'd, their Foes to ſhun, 
To more deſtructive Waters headlong run; 
He, who the War to end as if in haſte, _ 
Took their Strong: holds, and laid their Country waſte, 
Purſu'd them from the Danube to the Rhine, 
Surmounted every Fence, fore d every Line, 
Beat all their Chiefs by turns, their Frontiers paſt, 
And drove them to their ancient Bounds: at laſt. 
And yet this matchleſs Man, whoſe Name alone 
Made haughty Louis tremble on his Throne, 
The Boaſt of Britain, and of Gaul the Dread, 
Hero as great as any Age has bred, 
On whoſe ſucoeſsful Arms the World rely'd, 
Could never vanquith Envy, till he dy d. 
Then, bleſt by all, exalted; and ador dd 
By thoſe, who wrong d him once, to Heav'n he ſoar' d. 
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So in full Force the Sun offends our Sight, 

But ſet we can't enough commend his Light. 
Thus too before with great Maſſau it far d, 
While living, what ungrateful Diſtegard 

From Thoſe, who had implor'd his Aid, he met, 
And ſcarce, till his'Demiſe, avow'd their Debt. 


To Thee, O Valpole, preſent, and alive, 
Such, as thy Merit claims, we Honours give. 
For, to be juſt, whate'er thy Foes ſuggeſt, 
Thine and the Nation's Foes, thy Deeds atteſt 
That none, who in thy envy'd Place has ſtood, 
Fer prov'd in all reſpe&s ſo great and good. 
Patricians this, and this Plebeians own, 

That Thou, to ſettle and ſupport the Throne 

By Brunſwick filld, on whom depend our Laws, 
And what's more dear to Britons, Freedom's Cauſe, 
Haſt more atchiev'd than all our Heroes paſt, 
And made this Age ſuperior to the laſt. 

This Truth thy wiſe unvaried Conduct proves, 
Which none denies but who Injuſtice loves. 
Whether we trace thy Fame from Williams Days, 
Or gain'd in Annas time recount thy Praiſe, 

Or Deeds more freſh in both the Georges cite, 

We find that all is uniform and bright. 

In this the beſt and major Part agrees, 

And this each Man, whoſe Eyes are open, ſees. 
Th unbiaſsd this avows without Diſguiſe, 


And Britons owning this are Juſt and wiſe. 
510 nag, 


That 
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That they allow, what has appear'd fo long, 

Thy Zeal unſhaken, and thy Talents ſtrong, 

Thy dext'rous, Skill domeſtick Wiles to trace, 

Law to ſuſtain, and Anarchy to chaſe, 

In Senates with perſuaſive Speech to ſhine, - 

In Councils Flegm with Reſolution join, 

At home to hear with Candour every Suit, 

Refuſe with Grace, or not delay the Fruit, 

Is juſt in them, becauſe the Facts are true, 
And wiſe, ſince when thy Actions they review, > 
Supporting them they their own Good purſue. 


But ſay, ſuperior Guide, in whom we truſt, 
In all beſide are Britons wile and juſt ? 
How comes it that loud Clamour roars of late, 
As if disjointed were the Wheels of State, 
Urging that Trade decays, and Tenants fail, 
When Peace at laſt preponderates in the Scale? 
Why breathe Complaints, which grounded we allow, 
That Hands are wanting to conduct the Plow, 
To break the ſtubborn Earth, which fallow lies, 
To ſow, to reap, and make Plantations riſe? 
The Outcry whence, that Bankrupts are ſo rife 
In all Degrees from low to higher Life? 
Proceed theſe Ills from HO alone, + ls 3: 


| 


FSG SS SIA: 


All Ranks, tis true, ak Praſant to the peer, 
Lanch heedleſs out, and without compaſs ſteer. 
Hence Broils enſue, when Poverty prevails, 
And Riot lifts its Head, when Order fails. 


From 
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From South to North inteſtine Tumults riſe, 

And Mercy's Self rebellious Rage defies. 

Fair Freedom unreſtrain'd licentious grows, 

And Friends to legal Juſtice paſs for Foes. 

With ſuch unbridled Sway this Fury reigns, 

That flagrant Murder a whole City ftains. 

Shall this be borne, ſhall Subjects in Diſguiſe 

Preſume to execute what Law denies ? 1 
If this be done, tis time to let them ſee 

That GeorGE a ſure Avenger finds in Thee. 


A Scene ſo ſhocking, and an Act fo bold, 
In modern Reigns unmatch'd, as well as old, 
To Nature and to Law repugnant, ſhows 
That from a diff 'rent Source this Evil flows, 
Impervious Tracts, compos d of Rock and Sand, 
A barren, bleak, uncultivated Land, 
Afford no Means for Luxury to ſpread, | 
And taint a Soil, which ſcarce produces Bread. 
Beſides a Fact, which all the Country ſcreens, 
Demonſtrates whence it comes, and what it means. 
But Thou, whoſe Wiſdom pierces like the Sun, 
Whoſe Beams the Guilty ftrive in vain to ſhun, 
Shalt ſound the Depth of that concerted Fray, 
And make its Authors dread the coming Day. 


To puniſh Crimes no Regiſters can trace 
The State concurs, and Thou ſhalt ſhare the Praiſe. 


But to return to what we touch'd but now, 


Whence is't that all to mad Profuſion bow ? 
U Our 
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Our Fathers ſumptuary Laws ordain'd, 

And wiſe Diſtinctions for each Rank retain d. 

In home-ſpun Cloth the Maſter was array'd, 

The Dame but once a Week in Silk was clad. 

Then Abigails in Jacket and in Veſt 

Appear'd, and Lacqueys were in Colours dreſt. 

Not then it happen'd, as is now the Claim, | 
That none could know the Soubrerre from the Dame, 


Or Footman from the Squire, but both were ſeen 


In diff rent Garbs, and with diftinguiſh'd Mien. 
Rich, flowing Sacs, Embroid'ries, Velvet, Lace, 
Were then unknown, and Thrift fupply'd their Place. 
Diſputes for Rank, and overlooking Scorn, | 
So rife at preſent, were as yet unborn. 

Not then low Birth aſpir d with high to mix, 

Or ſhine with aukward Air in Coach and Six. 

Tho' worth a Plumb the Merchant never ſoar'd 


To race, and hunt, and figure with a Lord. 


Not then the Tradeſman liv'd from Day to Day, 
Renounc'd this Shop, and ſpent the Night at Play, 
Roll'd'in his Chaiſe, and with his Betters vy'd, 
While Madam flaunted with an equal Pride. 
Theſe Follies were refery'd for future Times, 

And doom'd to ſpring from more enervate Climes. 
Now all degrees of Men receive the Taint, 


And tho' they feel the Load that makes them faint, 


March heedleſs on, tho with the Weight oppreſs'd, 
And ſcorn by Reaſon's Aid to be releas'd. 

Plays, Operas, Balls, Aſſemblies, private Game, 
Love's coltly Joys, and Pleafures without Name, 
oth | | Engage 
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Engage beyond Example Young and Old, 

And reign thro' long Connivance uncontroll'd. 
Rapacious Luxury, than Want far worſe! 

Not Plague, or Famine, proves fo great a Curſe, 
Or War's fell Rage, tho' dreadful for a while, 
Theſe ceaſe to ravage, and forbear to ſpoil ; 

But wild Expence from Town to Country flies, 
And Luxury's a Worm that never dies. 


Yet ſay, thou Atlas of the Brizih State, 
Who haſt fo long, and ſingly, born its Weight, 
And whoſe unfailing Vigour ſtill maintains 
The Fabrick rais d in four ſucceſſive Reigns, 
Has thy Experience no Specifick found 
This waſting Plague's malignant Rage to bound ? 
Alas! thou ſhak'ſt thy Head, and ſeem'ſt to ſay, 
Who in a Maze is ſure to find his Way ? 
Where ſev'ral Paths attract the doubtful Sight, 
'Tis Chance, not Skill, that hits upon the right. 
No Laws are wanting to reſtrain Exceſs, 

But Theſe their unavailing Power conſeſs. 
Diſcuſſive Drugs but make the Canker ſpread, 
And thro' each Part its rankling Venom ſhed; 
80 Floods oppos d with Force redoubled ſwell, 
And Dykes are vain their Fury to repel. 

And yet one Way, and that perhaps alone, 
There is to cure an Ill ſo mortal grown, 

Not hard to find, in Practice eaſy too, 

Would every Patient but the Rule purſue. 


U. 2 Let 


\ 
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Let each at home ſuperfluous Coſt retrench, 

The Lay-Lords firſt, and then the facred Bench ; 
For great Examples more than Precepts move, 
And all Degrees to ape their Betters love; 

The Borough Member next, and County Knight, 
The breviat Lawyer, and the jobbing Cit; 
Would each mend one, and wholſom Thrift befriend, 
Who doubts but Luxury would ſoon have end? 


Vet ſome will anſwer, Tho' your Scheme be juſt, 
Can Reaſon to its Execution truſt ? | | 
She ſees, tis true, its Merit, and approves, 
But check d by Nature Reaſon ſlowly moves. 
Of what avail are Precepts, Senſe, and Wit? 
Will Habits yield, or Appetites ſubmit? 
Tho' Health of Body, and Repoſe of Mind, 
Thoſe ſolid Joys, are in your Syſtem join d, 
Yet Paſſions intervene, and Luſt of Power, 
Or of the Sex, ſhall ſoon thoſe Joys devour. 
Love and Ambition all our Thoughts engage, 
And govern all by turns from Vouth to Age. 
If this be ſo, what room remains for Hope, 
In Semblance tho it yield fo fair a Scope? 
Thus oft what Speculation eaſy ſhows, 
Reduc'd to Proof impracticable grows. 


Is this the frail Condition of Mankind? 
If ſo, what boots it to the Human Mind 
To be endow'd with Reaſon like a Sun 
To light its Steps, and teach it how to ſhun 


What's 
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What's wrong in Nature, and to chooſe what's right, 
To prize fair Virtue, and foul Vice to ſlight? 

The Paſſions we compare to Cynthia's Orb, 
Whoſe Beams by Night all other Lights abſorb. 
Yet ſtill as when the Sun's returning Ray 

Reſumes its Splendor, and brings back the Day, 
The Night's pale Queen her borrow'd Charms reſigns, 
And Phebus with intrinfick Luſter ſhines. 

So 'tis with Reaſon, tho' the Paſſions ſmile 

With glitt'ring, falſe Allurements for a while, 
When wiſe Reflexion darts her genuine Light, 
Thoſe dazling Meteors vaniſh at her Sight. 


In other things are Britons more diſcreet? 
Are Senates leſs divided when they meet? 
Is Speech more temperate, Party- heat leſs rife, 
Or publick Good the Cauſe of publick Strife ? 
Doth Power's Purſuit, or ſworn Revenge decline, 
Or Oppoſition its wild Schemes reſign ? 
Do pert Beginners with forbidding Face 
Recite ſet Speeches with leſs aukward Grace? 
Are Prints more modeſt, Parallels leſs hard, 
In which art Thou, or is thy Maſter ſpar d? 
Unheard of Inſolence, when factious Spite 
Shall dare againſt the Throne itſelf to write! 
But theſe are like the Darts by Parthians flung, 
Which aim'd at others their own Boſoms ſtung ; 
Or Clouds, impregnated with Hail or Rain, 
Which quickly paſs, and all is clear again. 


Our 
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Nor is ev'n Truth's Aſſertor always wile. 


Which, if unheeded, prove an April- Show r. 


Our Weelly Journali, made to re the Rout, 
Are Flames of Straw, that blaze, but ſoon are out. 
Their monſtrous Pagods vulgar Minds may fit, 
But can ſuch groſs Alluſions paſs for Wit? 

In Falſhood, Wit's reverſe, their Strains abound, 
But pointed Satire muſt have Truth for Ground. 
A Talent ſo ſublime foul Slander flies, 


Abuſes are the Perquilites of Pow'r, 


But ſhould an injur'd Cauſe, or Self-Defence, 
Tho' neer ſo juſt, a Paper-War commence, 
Th' ungrounded Clamour riſes but the higher, 
And all the Diſcontented fan the Fire. 


When great Auguſtus, Rome's Imperial Lord, 
Abroad victorious, and at home ador d, | 
Perceiv'd that, tho' he rul'd with gentle Sway, 

Some Rancour ſtill in ſtubborn Boſoms lay, 

That bad Conſtructions wrong d his beſt Deſigns, 
Like Winds oft heard when Sol ſerenely ſhines, 

Wiſe Livia, Partner of his Throne, he ſought, 

And ask'd her of ſuch Treatment what ſhe thought. 
The Dame, with Rev'rence low, but matchleſs wy 
Complacent Humour ſmiling in her Face, 

Made anſwer, Deign to ceaſe your groundleſs Fears, 
Theſe Accidents are like weak Womens Tears, 

That guſh unlook'd for, tho' the Caule be light, 
Thro' Diſappointment oft, and oft thro' Spite ; 


: 
1 
by 
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If check'd, the trickling Drops but flow the more; 
Neglected, ſoon the raging Storm is Oer. 

Thus tis with Subjects, whom indulgent Sway, 
Tho Godlike, oſt makes backward to obey : 
When Poſts are void, what Zeal at Court appears, 
And what Submiſſion every Viſage wears! 

But They, whom wayward Fortune fails to ſpeed, 
Turn Patriots ſtraight, and Oppoſition wed, 
Contract their Brows, and Malecontents become, 
Let Slander looſe, and curſe the Lord of Nome. 
But theſe are Miſchiefs of no wide Extent, 

The Tempeſts of the Mind, that heave for Vent, 
Which unoppos'd in fruitleſs Clamour end, 

As ſhallow Floods in Noiſe their Fury ſpend : 
Unheeded, give but theſe Eruptions way, 

The Poiſon's Force will of itſelf decay. 


Advice ſo wiſe the World's great Ruler try'd, 


And with Succeſs purſu'd it till he dy'd. 


If Sallies of this ſort at Court prevail, 
Well may our Wit as well as Wiſdom fail 
Upon the mimick Stage, where Farce and Show 
Engage the fond Regards of High and Low. 
And yet Time was when Action Nature grac'd, 
And well-wrought Paſſions on the Scene were trac d, 
When Numbers from the Theatre remov'd 
With Minds inſtructed, and with Hearts improv'd. 
Then, Dryden, beſt of our Tragedians, writ, 
And Congreve was admir'd for Comick Wit: 


Then 
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Then Betterron, the Roſcius of his Age, 

Trod with unequall'd Dignity the Stage. 

With ſuch Exactneſs he perform'd his Part, 
'Twas doubtful whether Nature ſpoke, or Art. 
Majeſtick Barry then adorn'd the Scene, 
Whoſe graceful Action match'd her noble Mien; 
Each Word, each Motion was ſo nicely weigh'd, 


She ſeem'd throughout the Perſonage ſhe play'd. 
But now that Action dwindles, who's to blame? 


The Writer farſt, who negligent of Fame, 
Or void of Taſte, makes wretched Farce ſupply 
The Want of Talents, which his Stars deny. 
But, if ungifted, who compels the Fool 

Jo ſcribble without Genius, Wit, or Rule? 
The Audience next, to Merit often rough, 
That ſuffers ſuch a Heap of paltry Stuff, 
Where not one Unity of Time, or Place, 

Or Action, interferes to ſue for Grace. 

Thus nothing but a wild Confuſion reigns, 
And Cuſtom bears what Nature moſt diſdains. 


Again, ſhould Fortune t to the World impart 
In Epic Form ſome ſpecious Work of Art, 
Prone to Extremes, our Prejudice is ſuch, 

We ever magnify or blame too much. 

The Chace to ſome inimitably fine 

Appears, while others carp at every Line. 

By Theſe diſſected, all the Parts diſpleaſe, 
While Thoſe eſteem the Whole a Maſterpiece. 


. —— 
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An equal Fate Leonidas incurs ; 

One ſays tis piteous bad, and one demurs 

As doubtful how to judge, a third leſs ſhy 

Exalts the faultleſs Poem to the Sky. 

A letter'd Lord has read it eight times o'er, 
Conviction of its Merit needs there more ? 

If this prove inſufficient, Common-Senſe 

Has left the Patriot Cauſe without Defence 

For twice eight Days, to give this Piece its Due, 
And make old Milton paſs behind the new. | 
Theſe raſh Extremes moſt Readers put in doubt, 
Since ſome proclaim it good, ſome bad throughout. 
But is there not a Mean? Muſt every Part 

Excel alike in all the Strokes of Art? 

Muſt each Production of the lab'ring Brain 

The utmoſt Stretch of Human Wit contain ? 

Do ancient Bards a conſtant Tenour keep ? f 
Doth Homer never nod, nor Virgil ſleep? 
Apollos Self not always bends his Bow, 

Or ſhines without a Cloud: If this be fo, 

The Moderns fure may be allow'd to fink 
Sometimes, and we who read them ought to wink 
At lefler Faults, where greater Beauties ſhine, 
And prove the Spirit of the Work divine. 


More might the Muſe alledge, alas! much more, 
To ſhew how little Britiſb Minds deplore 
Their ſmall Proficiency in Wiſdom's School, 
Thro' Pride untaught their Paſſions how to rule, 


X But 
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But that ſhe fears to treſpaſs on your Time, 
Too precious to be loſt on trifling Rhime. 

To end with one Remark untouch'd before, 
Whence flows from mix'd Cabals the Patriot-Roar ? 
To what ſhall we aſcribe their endleſs Schemes, 
Their daily Viſions, and their nightly Dreams, 
Their Libels with the rankeſt Venom fraught, 
Their dark Aſſemblies not aſſign d for nought, 
Their Tumults, and their Mobs fo tife of late, 
That risk'd the Frame and Safety of the State ? 

For what grand Purpoſe are theſe Miſchiefs ſown ? 
Th' Effect is wanting, but the Cauſe is known. 
The Rage of Envy, and the Luſt of Pow'r, 

Thoſe Vultures, which their Country's Peace devour, 
Excite theſe Woes, what Skights focer they feign, 
As uſeleſs . as their en are vain. 


But Thou, whoſe Genius no Soperior knows, 
And wards with matchleſs Skill the rudeſt Blows, 
Aſpiring Rivals at thy Credit aim, 77157 
Safe in untainted Worth, and laſting N. 
Shalt by degrees our vicious Bent redreſs, 

Pierce to the Root of each Exceſs, 
And make thy very Foes, who now deſpiſe 
Thy well-weigh'd Steps, allow that all was wiſe. 


On 
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On the 26th of AvD I735. 


1 OUR Guardian Talents Heav'n to Walpole gave, 
From falſe pretended Friends our Iſle to ſave; 
Wit to defeat their Plots, and Sill to bring 
Confuſion on their Heads from whence they ſpring; 
For ev'ry branch of Right a well-weigh'd Zeal, 

To poiſe in equal Scales the Publick Weal ; 

To theſe was join d a Steadineſs of Soul, 

Which Slander could not ſhake, nor Threats control. 
Thoſe worn-out Wiles, ' the Bugbears of an Hour, 
Serve but to fix the faithful Stateſman's Pow'r. 

Coarſe Uſage is his Boaſt, for well he knows © 
Detraction ſtill is near where Merit grows, ; 
As pointed Fhorns furround the fragrant Roſe. 

Wove in one Piece ſuch complicated Worth 

Took on a Day, like This, its deſtin'd Birth; 

By Providence decreed, to be at hand 

To guard as well as grace its native Land. 


By This new Cicero, who like the Firſt, 
Was for his injur'd Country's Safety nurſt, 
Whoſe matchleſs Genius, for his Times ſo fit, 
Was arm'd with Courage equal to his Wit, 
Our modern Catilines, who his Pow'r defy'd, | 
Were cruſh'd with Thouſands fighting on their Side. 
BS Nor 
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Nor Force, nor Fraud, nor ſworn Revenge could make 
The real Patriot's rooted Virtue ſhake. | 
Tho' fir'd with Rage, his fierce undaunted Foes 
Puſh'd madly on their oft repeated Blows, 

To all their vain attacks, as once the File 
Did to the Serpent, He return'd a Smile. 


ACLLRSNDYTERS XCIAHEEEHCHRIARS 
| To the Right Honourable 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


= OT unpropherick was the Muſe's cw 
Nor vain perhaps her Labour, when ſhe ſtrung 

Her Harp erewhile, long ſlighted and forlorn, 

To ſound thy Fame, by Party-fury torn; 

And Truth, of Wrong impatient, call'd hier forth 

To vindicate the Cauſe of injurd Worth. 

For ſee! th' inſulting Band the field reſigns, 

And brighter for th Attack thy Merit ſhines. 

Her Chiefs withdrawn, Sedition too retires, 

And blazes now no more with borrow'd Fires. 

The Lamp, that glar'd fo long, of Oil bereft, 

A feeble glimm'ring Light is all that's left. 

Corinthian Caleb, to complete his Shame, Pat, 
In Riot's bold Defence exhauſts his Flame. 

Grown frantick with Def; pair, he fomes, he flings, 
Quite careleſs whether tis he drowns, or ſwings: 


While 
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While Fog, more ſubtle, tho' in Treaſon's Cauſe, 
As ſanguine, ſhifts the Scene, and dreads the Laws. 
Thus Faction, bridled by thy skilful Hand, 

Grins like a Cur at bay, or quits the Land. 

No longer Strife for Pow'r diſtracts our Ile, 

Nor ſcurril Tongues her faithful Guides revile. 
Infernal Diſcord's Torch now flames no more, 
And Peace, thy Gift, ſurrounds the Brizi/h Shore. 
So Storms ſubſiding, So again diſplays, 

With more diffuſive Vigour, brighter Rays. 


Long, Walpole, may the Star that rul'd thy Birth, 
Shine out as now to grace thy native Earth ; 
To guard us from ourſelves, our worſt of Foes, 
And teach us from what Source our Safety flows; 
To heal paſt Breaches, and from new refrain, 
And own the Bleſſings of good GzorG e's Reign; 
Who, bent the wiſeſt Maxims to purſue, 
Makes Law his Rule, whoſe Rigour to ſubdue 
He truſts his beſt Prerogative with You. 
In Hands ſo mild when Kings their Mercy place, 
What Crime's too flagrant to deſpair of Grace? 
Others perhaps ſtrict Juſtice may delight, 
Who think rough Dealing will Offenders fright. 
You, more humane, a nobler Art diſcloſe, 


And by Forbearance 'tis You quell your Foes. 


Auguſt 26, 1736. 


Re 
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Four EL.EG1zs of Propertius Tranſlated. 


The 18th of the Second Book. T6 CYNTHIA. 


Ea, INCE Nome nor your Propertius can avail 
ln ought, but as you pleaſe you turn the Saale, 
I draw ſome Comfort from the lonely Place 
You've choſe to hide a while your lovely Face. 
In thoſe chaſte fields lives no corrupting Youth 
To tempt your Love, or undermine your Truth. 
No roaring Blades your Windows will infeſt, 
No Serenaders there will break your Reſt. 
Amidft your varied Walks you'll nought defery 
But Hills, that ſeem contiguous with the Sky, 
Unleſs ſome ſatter'd Flocks within the Bound 
Of your ſmall Farm perhaps are rarely found. 
All Sports are there unknown, that lead to Vice; 
No Temples near whence Aſſignations riſe. 
There heavy Oxen with laborious Toil, 
Ty'd to the Plough, ſubdue the rigid Soil. 
There the Vinedreſſer, skil{ul in his Art, 
With timely Care prunes each redundant Part. 
All this youll ſee, and when you rarely come 
To make ſlight Off rings at the ſacred Dome, 
The tender Kid's prepar'd to grace the Feaſt, 
And you're invited as a Country Gueſt. 


Then 


} 
| 
| 
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Then to diſtinguiſh more the ſolemn Day, 

The ruſticx Clowns their wanton Gambols play; 
The aukward Dames with naked Legs advance, 
And to the Sound of woful Muſick dance. 
Your naked Feet among the reſt are ſeen, 

But fuch Beholders can't affect my Spleen. 
Amidſt your rural Sports tis odds but I, 

Clad like a Huntſman, paſs unlook'd-for by. 
Your Abfence firſt invited me to chaſe 

The leaſt offenſive of the horned Race. 

To rouſe the foaming Boar my Courage fails, 
And fear of Hurt as yet o'er Fame prevails, 

To urge the timorous Deer is all I boaſt, 

Such gentle Paſtime fuits my Nature moſt. 
Unleſs perhaps I'm bold enough to try 

To pierce the feather'd Game that skims the Sky, 
As by Clitumnus Stream they take their Flight, 
The well-known Spring that waſhes Oxen white, 
Whate'er thou doſt, my Life, remember this, 
Ere few Days paſs I fly to reach my Blils. 

No lonely Woods that intercept my Way 

Can change my Purpoſe, or the Chaſe delay. 


Mean while, thy Name repeated oft, ſhall charm 


The Woods and Wilds, and guard thy Love from Harm, 
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The 25th of the Second Book. 


H O wholly fix d are all my Thoughts on you, 
2 25) T hat ev'ry Dream preſents you to my View. 
But Oh, my Cynthia, better 'twere that Sleep 
Forgot thee, than to ſhew thee in the Deep, 

Toſs d in a dreadful Wreck from Wave to Wave, 
Each Moment waiting for a wat'ry; Grave. 
Such was my lateſt Dream, where as you fat 
Upon a broken Plank, the Sport of Fate, 
My cruel Wrongs you did [aloud confels, IF 
And ſwear you would thoſe cruel Wrongs redreſs, 
If Fortune ſhould your deſp'rate State befriend, 
And in ſuch Danger ſome Aſſiſtance ſend. 
Gods] ho I lay tranſported at the Sound! 
Which of your high Divinities was found:  _ 
Unſought, unſu d to for a Life fo dear? 
What Racks did I ſuſtain twixt Hope and Fear ? 
But you, whoſe any Part I ſcarce could ſee, 
Juſt ſinking, as you ſeem' d, you call'd on me. 
Had Glaucus ſeen you in that moving State, 
You doubtleſs had become the Sea- God's Mate; 
And all the Nereids, which thoſe Floods incloſe, 
Thro' envy of your Rank had prov d your Foes. 
But Fortune, ſiding with the Vows you made, 
Brings fam d Arion's Dolphin to your Aid. 
As Muſick once, ſo now a beauteous Face 
Moves him to do a ſecond Act of Grace. 


That 
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That inſtant, from the Mount heren I ſtood, 
Plunging, I thought to meet you in the 1 "iow = 
When Fear n d me, as it * d PH Blond. . 


O Cynthia, ſhould all my Suk ring aſa 
Be thus rewarded with thy Love at laſt, - "Hh 
Not all the Treaſures which both Indies hold 
Should tempt my Faith, or make my Love wax cold. 
Were it your lot o'er Lands or Seas to roam, * 
With you each foreign Clime ſhould be my home. 
One Harbour ſhould receive, one Houſe contain, 
One friendly Table Both ſhould entertain. 
I'd ſuffer alli let the fierce Eaſtwind blow, F 
Or the rough North upon our Sails below, 
Tho' driv'n from Sea to Sea, from Land to Land, 
Poſſeſſing Thee, I ſhall all Storms withſtand. _ 
Should — Thunders burſt, and Fires deſcend 
Amidſt our Veſſel, ſtill with Love to Friend, 
Undaunted would I ſnatch thee from the Flames, 
And, back'd with thee, lanch thro' the rapid Streams, 
Till by kind Fortunes Aid we ſhould arrive 
At ſome bleſt Shore, both naked, ſcarce alive. 


But generous Meptume ever ſcorns to prove 
In Love leſs gracious than his Brother Jouve. _ 
Witneſs Amymone, whoſe Fountain ſhews . 
His Trident's Virtue; / as the Water flows. 

The God embrac'd hers and from . decreed | 


3 5 Obdurate 
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| bdurate-Sefifo will relenting prove, mon. ves 1.188. T 
d fell G melt t fee our Love. | A0 gan 
he Stars from us will never hide ab Linker." 9ST. NA 
Orion and the Goat will both be bright. 
Nay, tho' your Body ſhould be join d to mi 
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. 2655 the ſame Book. 710 h1gH | 
nn bluodt rot lc 7iha5scgs + a0 
HE Sons'of Alert): forthe: Fall of a 1 
my Felt not Within their Bteaſte ſuch Tides of wha: 0 
Ulyſſes, When he teuer his native Bln. 
After a twice ten 'Years advent rolis Til, T Auland 
Was ct wor plead ao-haſluhe me 8 
Not ev'n Pes collar him mare. Rp 
Nor coulthe fond EIER whenhe ſaw 
Ortes Fife; more Satiafuct im iran - b ba, 
From the dei#'Sight}uchainHvobiktexeooiey | 
In Cynthid's'Nierins/ for ch 3 ad 


| What Night"40 eer-equalto-the Ja, 02099 30 1111 
What Night ak eve en ſch taptuen paſt : 
When I lay melting in her doe Am, 
Surveying, and poſreſſing all her Qha ma 
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Till with the Joys Laytincintdel round! blur: Nowe 
I loff gach Senſe, and in Delight was drown'd. 
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* But 
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But Nature ſoon reviv'd/ me from the Trance, 
Whilſt the fond Nymph, concern ' d at the Lan 1 
Embrac d me clofer with the tend teſt Cate, 
And, gently fighing, begg d me to forbear. 
Gods] ſhould another Night ſuch Joys arp, | 
Not Jove himſelf were more 4 2 LI 

1] 


O Love, of all celeſtial Pon the beſt; 
How is the Mortal, n bleſt ! 
Pardon my ſtupid Folly, that before . f 


I never felt the Joys thou haſt in thn 

Thou haſt a Med'cine for each aking Heart, 

Whoſe Virtue gently glides thro ev'ry Part. "IM 
What tho the Nymph rejects me with Diſdain 


To- day, and makes me languiſh with Love's Pain, 
To- morrow proves her mine, and rids me of my Chain. 
No more ſhe nods with an imperious Pride, 

No longer now Caprice and Scorn abide 

Within her Breaſt, but like a gentle DDPvðe 
She coos and enn Mate, and courts his Love. 


Contend, 2 for the ſoft Delight, 
She who deny d to- day, conſents to · night. 
Others had labour'd long the Prize to gain; 
Early and late they ſu d, but ſu d in vain. cr 0 
Vet ſhe, who ever was averſe to yield, 
Laſt Night, my Friends, to me reſign d the Field. 
No Partbian Triumphs could the Victor pleaſe 
So well, r e gd er ei theſe... 
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The Spoils of Love ate more illuſtrious far 
To me, than thoſe of Kings to others armmſe.. 
The nobleſt Gifts to Nen now are du,, 
With this Inſcription for the World to view. 
No leſs an Off ring, Goddeſs, is thy — 
For the vaſt Pleaſureb of a ſingle Night. 
Now, my Preſerver, let my Veſſel ride 
Within your Port, ſecure from Wind and Tide. 
But ſhould you change thro any turn of Fat, 
Expect to find me breathleſs at your! Gate. VII. 00 N 
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Part 1 107 — Third Int * Pres, 
o Thlee, grbat Parent of the Vine, 1 come, 
And at thy Altar ſeek a i Lover's Doom. 

Thou haſt 1 d Diſdain, vorn 0 
Thy Phyſick will —— ſmarting Pain. wy ons 
Fond — p. Hef s nid) 
And urg d by thee again cheir Freedom fin. 
Exert thy Pow'r, and my ſick Soul ſet free 

From haughty Lbe's törmenting falad/ :- 
Thou know ft the Fxvers of the Lovers bete, od ail 
For Ariadut cu, ſuch Flames create. 12110 
Death, or che Grige's rare juice, eam day cure | 
The conan raging Pains, Which I endure 
Each ſober dtmetits' my! anxious Breaſt)! || 
And turns — lope and Fear ſuſpend my Reſt. 
But if through tet I may my Thoughts compoſe, 
And by thy Aid my „ 'd Eyelids cloſe, 


Then, 
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Then, grateful, will I ſtock my Grounds with Vines, 
And watch the Growth of their well-order'd Lines, 
Leſt hungry Wolves, or other Beaſts of Prey, 

Shoul ſtrip my Vineyard as they ſtroll that way. 
Thus ſhall my ſpacious Vaults be ſtor d with Wine, 
And each new Day ſhall more confirm me thine, 
Inſpir'd by thee, ri write thy laſting Praiſe, 

And paſs in Mirth the Remnant of my Days. 
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With an InTRoDucToRrY ErisTLE to a FRIEND, 


Serene and clear barmanious Horace flows, 
With Sweetneſs not to be expreſsd in Proſe. 
My Lord Ros COMMON. 
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INTRODUCTORY EPISTLE 


To T7. . Eſq; 


food old Friend, whom IT ſalute 
1 VAR 73th due Regard, and Love to boot, 
do art, as all conceive, in paſs 
By dint of Wealth, or Worth, or Place, 
To claim Admittance to the Great, 

While others in their Lobbies wait : 
Forbear to wonder if to Thee 

Same Application comes from me, 

Whoſe Purport is to make Requeſt, 

If fit for granting you know beſt, 

That you'll preſent the Lines inclos d, 
Which One you'll gueſs at has compos d, 

To Him, who under GEORGE tbe Juſt 
Ts Firſt in Merit as in Truſt. 


Yet till take notice, my Commiſſion 
Ts urg'd alone on this Condition, 
That you perform it when you find 
The Man of State to read inclin a, 
Z 
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Wall-faring ng, PF return · d from Court 
To breathe, where none but Friends reſort, 
At Richmond-Lodge, or Chelſey-Grot, 
Or Houghton-Hall's delightful Spot; 

Or when in Downing-Street, where Few | 
Have Entrance free but ſuch as You, 

Of Zeal and Worth approv'd, who more 
Aﬀett his Perſon, than his Pow'r, 
In ſhort, when He has Time id ſpare, 
And fhews his wonted chearful Air. 


Be ftriftly careful not to flirain 
His Complaiſance againſt the Grain: 
And further, you have leave to ſay 
The Ode, that for his Natal Day 
Was meant, ſhould then have ſeen the Tiger, 
For tis the View of all who write, 
Had ſudden Fate not interposd, 
And ſuch a mournful Scene diſclos'd, 
As plunges flill your Friend in doubt 
If Time or Zeal will bear bim out. 
' Farewel, and now You have Your Cue 


Be cautious, and Your Tust purſue. 


0 D E 


In Imitation of the Firſt of HoRAcE. 


Inſcrib'd to the Right Honourable 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


APO LE, who com'ſt of ancient Race, 
And O my Safeguard, Joy, and Grace. 
Some love amidſt Olympian Duſt 

In whirling Cars to fix their Truſt, 

On rapid burning Wheels to roll 

Intrepid round the Gonick Goal; 

Or train betimes the mettled Steed, 

Of high Deſcent, and thorough bred, 

To ſtretch along Newmarket Courſe, 

And ſcorn a leſs- extracted Horſe ; 

Yet mindful of the Spur or Rein, 

When ſmoking o'er the Velvet Plain, 

To ſlack at once, or mend his Pace, 


As move his Rivals of the Race. 
T3 Inſtructed 
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Inſtructed thus, if at his Heels 

He ſees them preſs, new Life he feels, 
And, fird with Emulation, flies 

As Lightning ſwift, and wins the Prize, 
While thouſand raviſh'd Tongues proclaim 
With loud Huzzas the Conqu'ror's Name, 
And He, who owns the Noble Beaſt, 

Is greater than a King confeſt. 


There are whom ſplendid Courts delight, 
Where Pomp, and Rank, and Pow'r invite 
Their preſſing Steps, and Numbers ſue 
For Dignities obtain'd by Few ; 

Where Competitions and Diſputes . 
Oft terminate in vain Purſuits, 

And where at beſt a load of Cares 
The moſt ſucceſsful Suitor bears. 


Retiring from a Scene of Strife 
There are who chooſe a Rural Life, 
And ſee their Barns with Grain abound, 


While Flocks and Herds their Farms ſurround 


Nor would forſake paternal Fields 

For all the Wealth that Afric yields, 
Too fearful or too wiſe for Gain 

To rule the State or Plough the . : 


In Camps what o their Fdetunice wy, : 


Alike diſpos d to live or 11 


Content, 
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Content, if they the War ſurvive, 

On Glory and Halt-pay to live; 

And as they dine, or ſup, or walk, 

Of Battles paſt or Sieges talk, 

Of Feats they did on Blenheim's Plain, 
Where Frenchmen were by Thouſands lain, 
And Tallard, by falſe Hopes betray'd, 

To Marlh'rough was a Pris ner made, 
Whoſe Fate touch'd haughty Louis more 
Than all his Thouſands ſlain before. 


Others for Trade the Ocean ſweep, 
And mock the Perils of the Deep ; 

But ſhould ſome ſudden Tempeſt riſe, 
That lifts the Billows to the Skies, 

And Shrowds and Tackling piecemeal tears, 
While ev'ry Soul on Board deſpairs, 
Oppreſs'd with Terrors they bewail 

The hapleſs Hour they put to Sail, 

And ſwear, if once they graſp the Shore, 
They'll never truſt the Waters more. 
Now wafted to the neareſt Creek, 

A Settlement for Life they ſeek, 

Yet ere a Week's elaps'd they change 
Their fickle Minds, and prone to range, 
Renounce their Vows in Danger made, 
And valiant, now the Storm is laid, 
Their tatter'd Bark with ſpeed repair, 
Untaught rude Poverty to bear: 


Again 
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Again thro Seas, and Rocks, and Sands 
They ſteer in queſt of golden Lands. 


Keen Hunters love the Fox to chaſe, 
And to his lurking Cavern trace, 
Then drive him from his laſt Reſort, 
And teaze and murder him for Sport; 
Unheeding if their Necks they risk 
As over Bars and Gates they frisk, 
Unmindſul if it rain or ſhow; 
Or whiſtling Winds in Winter blow, 
And, as in Woods or Wilds they roam, | 
Forget their tender WBI at — | 


Unmanner'd ſome in landet deat 

Thro' mad Impulſe of Party-Zeal, 

Who publick Cenſure to eſcape 

Uſurp the Patriot's borrow'd Shape; 

To Virtue's ſpotleſs Gatb lay claim, 

And wear it but to hide their Game, 

Which tends to ſhew that Wrong is Right 
And Senſe and Worth conſt in in ſpite; 

Who dare, by thirſt of Vengeance led, 

The Steps they once exploded tread, 

And all their Darts at Per/ons ſhoot, 

Provok'd that Things are ſound at Root; 

Their Maxims, ſcarce to be conceiv'd, 

And Tales, too groſs to be believ'd, 

Without or Art or Shame difplay, 


In hopes the long expected Day, 
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By Dreams foretold, will ſoon arrive | 
That ſhall to them Dominion give, 

Unhinge our preſent happy Frame, 

And ſtop the Current of thy Fame. 


Me, train'd to foreign Toils and Cares, 
And vers d erewhile in State-Affairs, 
Whom neither Anne, with Laurels crown'd, 
Nor George, for peaceful Arts renown'd, 
Unworthy of Regard ſurvey d, 

Thro' long Neglect now uſeleſs made, 
Euterpe with the Love of Rhyme 
Inſpires to fill the Gaps of Time. 
Invok'd ſhe deigns my Harp to ſtring, 
And tune my Voice thy Praiſe to ſing, 
As oft as wrangling Senates end, 

And calmer Days her Task befriend ; 
As oft as Ceres, wont to roam, 

In Britain keeps her Harveſt-home, 
As oft as Bacchus, God of Mirth, 
In Vintage Seaſons viſits Earth, 

As oft as never-ſated Thames 

The purple Wines of Tagus claims, 
And Rbztia's ſandy Vales produce 
The ſpicy Grape's Vefarean juice; 
Or Auſtria's Court her Tribute ſends 
Of rich Tokay to Britiſh Friends, 
Still mindful that in Anna's Reign, 
The Rights of Europe to ſuſtain, 


Their 
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Their Arms the tott ring Empire fav'd, 
When Gaul its Neighbours had inſlav d; 

As oft as burning Fevers ſpread, | 

When Syrius darts his baleful Head, 

Till Virgo ſhoots a milder Ray, 

And drives the ſnarling Dog away, 

That Health and Peace may bleſs the Morn 

Thy Birth was deſtin'd to adorn. 


If, WarireoLe, Thou, the Muſe's Friend, 
By Chance or Grace my Verſe commend, 
And, what my Hopes may well ſurpaſs, 
Inſert me in the Zyrick Claſs; 

Tho' now depreſs'd, my Head' ſhall riſe 
Sublime, and reach the ſpangled Skies. 


THE 


THE SECOND 


O = 
2 0 
AUGUSTUS CASA 


IMITATE D. 


SS Fail, and Snow, and ſtormy Rain, 

} Offended ove enough has ſent, 

Whoſe red-hot Arm on Land and Main 
Has Ships and Tow'rs to Shivers rent. 


Amazement has the City ſeiz d, 
And all around pale Terror flies, 
Leſt Floods by new Supplies increas'd 
Once more ſhould to a Deluge riſe. 


Like that in Pyrrha's noted Age, 

When Proteus drove the ſcaly Race, 
Diſmay'd at angry Meptuneès Rage, 
To ſeek on Earth a fafer Place. 

Aa 
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Where 
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Where Fiſhes ſwarming to the Shore, 
On Tops of lofty Elms were found, 
The wonted Seats of Doves before ; 
And Cattle ſwam on folid Ground. 


With Torrents pouring down from Springs 
Unknown, we ſaw the Thames invade 
Our Temples, where the Tombs of Kings 

Unſpar d were under Water laid. 


Then, 1/s roaring „we deſery'd | 
Th' uxorious Stream with vengeful Ire, 
Uniting Forces with his Bride, 
Drown ſpacious Meads at her Deſire. 


The Rage of Thoſe, who edg'd their Steel 
Againſt Themſelves, our Youth grown t! 
By others Faults, alas! ſhall feel, 

And bear their guilty Fathers Sin, 


Shall hear of Wars, that ſtain'd our Land, 
Parental Wars, much better wage d 
Upon the next adjacent Strand, 
Than madly thus at home engag d. 


So judg'd great Edward's valiant Son, 
Who Gaul's fierce King at Creſſy took; 
80 Henry fince, whoſe Vict'ry won 
At Agincourt her Empire ſhook. 
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80 William, who at fam d Senef 
Repuls d the ſame aſpiring Foes ; 
Co Marlirough thought, Immortal Chief, | 
Whoſe Glory firſt from Hochiſter roſe. | 


What Hero now ſhall Britain call | | 
To ſuccour her diſtracted State ?' | MY 
When People do themſelves inthral, 
What Aid can they expect from Fate? 


For Royal Blood, by Subjects ſhed, 
What Invocations can atone? 

What Law or Force, by Juſtice led, ry | 
Enough revenge th' invaded Throne? 1 


What Hand is there ſo raſh to try 
From deep Remembrance to eraſe 


A Crime of ſuch a purple Dye, 
Which Story will to Ages trace? 


Flagitious Deed ! abhorr'd by all 
But Thoſe who did the Sentence fign, 
Yet Faults, that caus'd the Father's Fall, 
Were they avoided by his Line? 


Unhappy Sons! whoſe Fate was ſuch, 
The fad Example of their Sire 
 Avail'd too little or too much, 


And made them light or fan the Fire. 


Aa 2 To 
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To clean th' Augean Stable who 
But Hercules durſt undertake? 
The bold Deſigns Two Brothers drew 
What Arm, but ſtrong Naſſau's, could brea 


He came, he flew to our Relief, 

Our Liberties and Altars fav'd, 

When lawleſs Pow'r, the Nation's Grief, _ 
Had almoſt Church and State inflay'd. _. » <p WV 
Nor ſtopt our great Delivirer there, | 

But, Britains Welfare to inſure, 
Adopted Brunſwick for his Heir. 

That Law for ever might endure, 


What boots it then for us to pray Let] 1. fVs 
To thund'ring Juve, or Harlan right, 

Stern Mars, or Erycina gay, | 4 

Or Mercury, fly God of Wit? |, | 


Gone, greater than fictitious e 
Protects us in each lawful Claim; 

Like Phebus in his Subjects Love 
He ſhines, and equals Mars in Fame: 


Or Pallas, wiſe as well as brave, 


Pacifick, tho renown'd in Fight; 
Whoſe ſole Ambition is to ſave, 


And Love of Arts her, chief belle. 


T7 | But 
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But ſee where Cynthia, chaſte, and fair, 
With Hounds and Horns her Sports to grace, 
Aſſuming bright Amelia's Air, 5 

Conducts our Monarch to the Chace. 


In Amazonian Habit dreſt, 
Firm and majeſtick on her Steed 

She ſits, ſurpaſſing all the reſt 

In Shape and Beauty, as in Speed. 


Next Cumbria's Duke in hunting Guiſe, 
With Port erect, and manly Grace, 
Impatience ſparkling in his Eyes 
Springs forward, emulous of Praiſe. . 


Not young Apollo was more bright, 
Nor with ſuch Eagerneſs purſu d 

The Nymph, who overmatch d in Flight 
At her own Suit was turn d to Wood. 


When now unharbour'd from the Shade, 
Where late he dwelt in Peace profound, 

The Stag betakes him to the Glade, 
Alarm'd to hear the diſtant Sound. 


A while he ponders how to ſhun 
The Wiles of the ſagacious Brood, 
Then ſcuds to where deep Waters run, 
And plunges in the rapid Flood. 


The 
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The Current paſt, again he darts 
= - 5 Dunheeding where to fly from Death, 
At every Buſh affrighted ſtarts, 
| | And — and ſpeeds till out of breath. 


Then ſtops, and urg'd by his Diſtrefſs 

Againſt ſome Tree his Horns he whets, 

And, tho deſpairing of Succeſs, * n 
His clam'rous Foes undaunted theets, e 


On ev'ry fide his Antlers gore 
The raſh but too perfiſting ae, 

And ſcorning Mercy to implore, | 
Reſolves at leaſt to die with ie ns + 


Till GsoRG , in pity of his Woes, 
Commands ſo brave a Life to ſpare; „ 
A Proof, that where ſuch Goodneſs grows rr 
No lingle Virtue harbours there. 9 


O long may ſt Thou the Scepter Away,” 
Indulgent K IN o, and rule in * 


Oer Subjects willing to obey, 
And ſee contending Parties ceaſe.” 


* 
18 — . - 
LEFT 
— 


Ah, ſtop thy unavailing WE * 
For Hs Rn, whoſe Loſs will Tears err, 


=: | Can Time afford Thee no Relief, © @ abs c: 
Nor Reaſon _ rate 10 Deſpair? r 
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Her matchleſs Virtues none denies, 
Her lovely Form, capacious Mind, 
Another Such beneath the Skies 
No Glimpſe of Hope is left to find. 


But muſt we not to Fate ſubmit? 
The Han D, to Thee and us that gave 


This Bleſſing, when it judges fit 
Has Power to kill as well as fave. 


'Tis hard, but Patience makes more light 
Woes, which to murmur at is Sin, 

What Heav'n decrees is always right, 
How deep ſoe er it wounds within. 


Beſide, upon Thy Precious Life 
The Safety of Thy Realm depends, 
Then ceaſe this agonizing Strife, 
Which thy good as Heart-ſtrings rends. 


Be ill our Father and our Guide, 
And while Thou hold'ſt a ſteady Rein, 

No hoſtile Ships ſhall dare to ride 
Unpuniſh'd on the Weſtern Main. 


Or ſhould the Spaniard or the Gaul 
On weak Pretexts their Treaties break, 
Thy faithful Britons at Thy Call 


Shall rouſe, and ample Vengeance take. 
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ON THE LATE 


Q VU E Ems 
SICKNESS and DEATH, 


AN 
O D E. 
Durum, ſed levius fit patientid, 
Quicquid corrigere eft nefas. Ho R. 


B b 


To his GRA e E the 


DU K E of NEWCASTLE, 


One of His MajzsTY's 


Principal SECRETARIES of State, c. 


And = abates with rolling Years, 
For long the grateful Mind retains 

The Mem'ry of auſpicious Reigns. 

Such ſeems the preſent ſad Event, 
Which we with Sighs and Tears lament ; 
For twill extend, if Verſe preſage, 
Beyond the Limits of one Age. 


If here the Muſe conjeftures well, 
Who better than your Grace can tell? 
For you, my Lord, approach d Her Throne, 
To you Her inmoft Worth was known; 
Since oft your Station made you wait 


On Her, as Guardian of the State, 
| Bb 2 When 
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When G EORGE, oblig d to croſs the Main, 
In Britain ls eft his Queen to reign, 

Til back, at ſome determin'd Hour, 
Returning, He reſum'd His Pow'r. 

The rare Endowments of Her Mind, 

To every uſeful Search inclin a, 

An equal Temper, ſocial Frame, 

For polifſh'd Arts a noble Flame 

An ample Share of Learnings Store, 
And yet a fond Deſire of more : . 
A Love for Building, Gard ning, gracd 
With all the Ornaments of Taſte ; 
A boundleſs Charity comfeſt 

For ſuch as were by want di fire, 
Munificence with Goodneſs ſhown 

To all, whoſe Skill in Arts was known : 
Uncommon Gifts, by few acquir d, 

We jaw in Her, and we admir d. 


Her outward. Form appear'd [0 bright, 
It gave to evry Eye Delight, 
But then each ſparkling inurl! Grace 
Surpaſs d the Beauties of her Face. 
A native Sweetneſs join d to theſe, 
A gracious Apect, form d to pleaſe, 
A Fudgment to diſcern the right, 
In complicated Points, at Sight, | 
Unſhaken Courage to purſue 
The Truth, when Ae to Her Vi 7ew ; 


1 
| 
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A firm Attachment to ber Friends, 
In ſpite of Factions crooked Ends, 
With Vigour to the Iaft purſu'd, 
Eliza's Reign in Hers renew'd. 


The Luft of Pow'r, in Courts ſo rife, 
Sole Motive of all Party- fri fe, 
Tho flrong its Ferment, try d in vain 
The Worth ſbe countenanc d to ftain. 
To each domeflick Duty true, 
This beft of Wives and Mothers too, 
To join and mingle ever flrove 
Connubial with Parental Love. 


Well may our Iſland then deplore 
A Loſs not Apes can reſtore, 
Mor will, perhaps, your Grace decline 
An Off ring made to ſuch a Shrine, 
Where dwells a Saint, whoſe Influence fiill, 
Prefiding ver the Poſt you fill 
With equal Dignity and Fame, 
Will bear aloft NewcasTLEs Name, 
Whoſe View in ſeeking juſt Applauſe, 
Tends but to prop his Country's Cauſe. 
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ON THE LAT E 
Q C 


SICKNESS and DEAT E. 


Ax, Muſe, if Sighs will give thee leave, 
For thou haſt ample Cauſe to grieve, 

h Alarm united Kingdoms took, 
Th Emotions which each Boſom ſhook, 

The wild Diſtreſs, unceaſing Moan, 

The weeping Eye, heart · breaking Groan, 

In ev'ry Corner heard and ſeen, 

When late our darling Ca ROLINE 

Britannia s, and her King's Delight, 

The Joy of ev'ry Subject's Sight, 

Oppreſs d with mortal Sickneſs lay: 


What Pen th' Amazement can diſplay, 
Or Tongue defcribe the piercing Grief, 
When Phyfick's Aid brought no Relief, 
And GR ORG E with all his blooming Race, 
Tears trickling down each Royal Face, 
Regardleſs of their Health and Reſt, 
Contended which ſhould nurſe her beſt, 

Eager 
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Eager with pious Zeal to ſave 
The Wife, the Mother, from che Grave? 


The Court no Bounds i in Sorrow kept, 
And ev'n obdurate Faction wept. 
Ambition ſtopt her daring Courſe, | 
And ſworn Reſentment felt Remorſe.  * 
For tho' to publick Int'reſt blind, 
Relenting now they call'd to id 
Paſt Favours once ſo highly priz'd, 
Which they thro' Wantonneſs deſpis d. 
Thus Diſcontent and Party-fray _ 
To more prevailing Grief gave way. 


Deep-piercing was the rude Alarm, 
When ſhe, who wont our Eyes to charm, 
Our Ears with Muſick to rejoice 
Whene'er ſhe deign'd to lift her Voice, 
Who with a Smile each Heart could win, 
Tho' Diſappointment rag'd within, 

Who with a Word could Paſſion chain, 
And render all its Fury van, 
Withdrawn, and languiſhing in Bed, 
Was more than once. reported dead, 
The News attended with leſs Woe 

Had been of an invading Foe. 


But if, while this Event we fear'd, 
Some Glimpſe of flatt ring Hope appear'd, 


- How 
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How ſoon to Rapture turn d Deſpair, 


As when o'ercaſt the dusky, Ri 


_ 1 aw] 


At once grows brighter with) a Ry, 
Shot from th' effulgent Source of Day! 
New Life in ev'ry Face was ſeen, 

And more erect each alter d Mien. 


But, ah! how falſe is Siren- Joy, 
That flatters only to deſtroy, | 
And, as when Fevers intermit, - 
Holds but till next returning Fit. 
Then Hope with all its chearful Train, 
Like Tides at Ebb, flows back again. 


| Amidſt theſe Doubts, while Hope and Fear 
Alternate ſmil'd, or dropt a Tear, 

By deep Reflections Dictates ſway d, 

Twas thus a fad Spectator pray d: 

« O Thou, of Beings Firſt and Beſt, 

c Sole Maſter of our Lives confeſt, 
«© Who can'ſt, whene'er to Thee ſeems good, 
« Prolong or ſtop the vital Flood, 

«© Whoſe Soul delights in Mercy more 

« Than in deſpotick Acts of Pow r, 

& And didſt, when bord' ring on the Tomb, 
« Reverſe good Hezekiah's Doom, 

« To whoſe ſtrong Arm we owe alone 

« Paſt Miracles for Britain done, 

«© Preſerve our Qu z E Ni important Breath, 
*O fave her from the Jaws of Death. 

C c 
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« So ſhall thy Goſpel-Worſhip ſtand n. 
<« Secure, protected by her Hand.” ' © 

te So Liberty and Law ſhall ſmile, 

e And Trade and Arts inrich our ile; ; 

« 80 Millions ſhall thy Work proclaim, 

« And all true Patriots bleſs thy Name.” 


But, ah! in vain we ſigh and pray, 
Life's Sluices ſtopt muſt ſoon decay. 
By flow degrees the Fever burns, 
And often check'd, as oft returns. 
Till now the Gangrene, worſt of Foes,” 
Who like a Thief no Pity knows, 

Tho' potent Drugs, Inciſions deep | 
Forbid. the turking Bane to creep, 
Laughs at the vain Efforts of Art, 
And fteals infidious to the Heart. 
Reſign'd the Royal Patient lies, 
And Saint-like, as ſhe liv'd, ſhe dies. 


Yet ere her native Skies the Queen 
Rejoin'd, how moving was the Scene! 
How tender was the laſt Adieu, 
When round her Bed a Glance ſhe threw, 
And ſaw her Lord, the Kingdom's Chief, 
Diſſolv'd in Tears, and dumb with Grief, 
Attended with his num' rous Line, | 
In whom a thouſand Graces thine, 


But then fo chang'd with hagard Woe, 


Scarce could ſhe her own Offspring know. 
2 27 tpring a 
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Like Miobe, One Speechleſs a 
Inſenſible as Stone or Wood. | 
Her Anguiſh took a Root ſo deep, 

She look'd amaz'd, but could not weep, 
As if Affliction's wonted Train 

Were inexpreſſive of her Pain. 
Another, ſeiz d with mortal Fright, 
Sunk Lifeleſs at the killing Sight. 


The Reſt, in various Shapes, impart 
The Symptoms of a wounded Heart. 


« Alas, ſhe ſaid, what Tongue can tel! 


« The Pangs that in my Boſom dwell. 

« This dreadful-Scene of deep Diſtreſs, 
« Too valt for Language to expreſs, 

« Corrodes and finks my Spirits more 

« Than all the Pains I felt before. 

c *Tis not for Loſs of Life I grieve, 

« Long have I learnt the World to leave 
« Unmov'd, my plighted Lord alone, 

« And theſe dear Branches of his Throne, 
« While Nature laſts, my Soul poſſeſs, 

« Whom that indulgent Heav'n may bleſs 
« With Zeal I pray, then 7 

« Farewel, ſhe cried, and fell aſleep.” 


Well might of fuch a Loſs the Dread 
Hang heavy on each Royal Head. 
Well might they ſob, = faint, and weep, 
And in their Grief no Meaſure keep. 
C c 2 


195 | 


Muſt be to loſe her Countetpart ? | 


796 pers aſl 'Qcc ASTONS. 


And thou, ee, ener M Si 
For never ſhall thy Que E N return: oil 
Gone is the 3 and Guide of Liſe, gf 1487 
The tend'reſt Mother, fil ful® wie, Sams eo 3113 
Religion's Nurſe, the e dae HA li A 
The Patroneſs and Rule of Ni Sh do-Iviitrqzont 919 
Of Sciences and Arts the N R Bis ,dionas 
She honour'd ſolid Worth 22 Beadle. 6013 3s Ali Ane 
In Charity no Bounds ſhe kn,w-IgI nw 1 
Unknown the Giver prov'd *twas' true. "hl emotquve 2d T 
The Helpleſs twas her daily Task 

To aid, and thoſe aſham d to ask. Pisl 2411 tal : 
But moſt ſhe bent her Eu and Eye . gas od > 
On th Orphans Wants and eee 21h ein T >» 
Tho' born to be Germania Pride 1 > 
To Britain ſhe was fifmly tied, Lim exit brig 20 bord — 1 
So faſt, that offer d Thrones before 4 907 Is nad T » 
She ſlighted for the Crown n J 30t on 2:1 2 
Indulgent Miſtreſs, Friend incere; dime 1 avert non fp 
And tho alert to ſee: ard hear, D017 o if Vim b VO aol} = 


A winning Genen dee 1835 919; [4 Gras, 72 


ry 


To all, unknowing-t&ypbraid; - tal neo Sfictig 5 
Ma 1 4's Charms in Her were ſennññ ps 
Her Soul, as ſhinib# us lier Mien arg 75 lad dv u 
Appear'd in ev'ry oütward! Grace, eie od Le 
And rais d the Beauties of her Face. 

If once our Idol and our Joy, 10 Agi 1 
Death's Hand Man eee, > no nett or 
To Britain how intenſe the Smart vod y Dice "Fi 


Haſt 
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Haſt thou not equal Cauſe to mourn 
Oer CaroLiNa's facred Urn, 
Thou ſelf-tormented- Iſle, for ſne 
A Nurſing-mother was to Thee? | | 
Say then, what monumental Praiſe, 
What Trophy doſt thou mean to raiſe 
For her, who with a Parent's View 
Was once thy Queen and Guardian too ? 
If Honour, Safety, Truth'you prize, 
The following Scheme will beſt adviſe: ' - 


Henceforth let Party-Fury ceaſe, 
The Worm that preys upon your Peace. 
Truſt not a giddy, factious Fry, 
That dares both King and Laws defy, 
That proſtitutes the Patriots Name, 
To ſet your Houſes in a Flame, 

And rather than not glut their Hate, 
Would risk the Welfare of the State. 

O think He moſt deſerves Applauſe 
Who beſt aſſerts his Country's Cauſe. 
Mark and purſue with Judgment cool 
Your ſteady King's unbroken Rule, 
Who makes, without Demur or Pain, 
The Laws the Meaſure of his Reign. 
In ſuch a Plan, with ſettled Mind 
Purſu'd, your Happineſs you find. 

In acting thus you Quiet give 

To Him from whom you Peace receive, 


197 


And 
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And to his Conſorts Mem'ry ſhow 

The juſt and grateful Senſe you ο WW 
What nobler Praiſe could Wit indite T 

Than thus upon her Tomb to write, rrt- Anu A 

« The Tears for CANorIN A ſhed or : 0533 v2 

« Made Diſcord ſink, and Union prend? 'T an 

What Cordial could more quick Relief „7 ad 1071 

Exhibit to a Nations Stief 20 | 

What Balm more ſov' ar ca. 10H JT 

To heal your K1y&'s:ftill aking Wound, molict SdT 

But ſhould thoſe Lines in your Eſteem 

Too ſhort or inſufficient ſeem, © 

To finiſh what was well defign'd - 

Let This to thoſe above be join d. 0 

« Here lies a Q EN, whoſe ſpotleſs © a; By 921 

« Shall laſt while Virtue has a Name.“ 


ITT. > 5 
2 75 LY e 
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T 0 
My Lavy W A LPOL E 
Yon Her MAAAI40 . 


HILE n 
To hail with pompous Strains your Nuptial Rites, 


The Muſe leſs forward, as perhaps unknown, 
Suſpends her Homage, till the Crowd is gone. 
Yet think not, Madam, tho with tardy pace 
She come, as yielding to her Betters Place, 

Her Zeal more cold, tho moving in a Sphere 
Unequal, or her Wiſhes leſs fincere. 

Nor is't your high degree her Joy creates, 

Drawn by a nobler Motive tis the waits 

Her Office to perform, Your Worth confeſt 

And conſtant Friendſhip, that adorns your Breaſt, 
Weigh more with Her than Rank, or Pomp, or Name, 
And well may juſtify your Husband's Flame. 
How wiſely in the Choice of ſuch a Wife 

He ſeeks the future Comfort of his Life! 

For where ſuch Virtues in a Conſort meet, 
What State is than a Husband's more compleat ? 
Yet happy as yours is, what Dame, like You, 
Poſſeſs d of Him would not be happy too? 


For - 
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For Pow'r, and Wealth, and Greatneſs ſet aſide, 


His private Worth alone would bleſs a Bride. 


Such genuine Gifts to wiſe Experience join d, 
A native Sweetneſs, and a Strength of Mind, 
An Eloquence ſo nervous, and ſo clear, 

As ſtrikes with Wonder ev 'ry raviſh'd Ear, 
Inforcing loud Applauſe, in Him are Band, 
That Friends and Foes alike his Talents ſound. 


Let Fortune ſmile or frown, of Soul ſerene 
He neither ſwells with Pride or ſinks with 1p 


But gay, as if fo, Toils the Stateſman knew, 
He looks as ev ry Thought were bent on Vou. 
Thus true Deſert is Heav'n's'peculiar Care 
And what your Conſtancy deſerves you ſhare. 
Succeſs ſtill follows Thoſe in ev ry State, Jon Aaid 
The prudent Few, who can with Patience wait. 
If Proofs of this Aſſertion don't abound, 

Tis that a Worth like: 4 8081 is _ found. 


Hail, happy Ne in ficred Wedlock j Join 


Where Truth and Friendſhip: are with Love combin'd |. 


Long may the Taper, which in Eymens Name 
Is lighted up, retain ts double Flame 

May Time, tho unperceiv'd that never ſtays, 
Paſs ſlowly on to lengthen out your Days, 


Till Both from tranſient Joys: on Earth remove 5 


To reap the laſting Bliſs prepar d above 


For thoſe, whoſe Lives were crown d with faithful Love 


* 4 . 
C » © \ 6 
= Ee | &; . * . " 1 * | * 


March 21, 1738. We 
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To the Right Honourable | 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


508 NC E more on golden Wings diſplay'd 
The Sun his annual Round has made, 
Since laſt the Muſe in tuneful Verſe, 

Thy Praiſe unwearied to rehearſe, 
Hail'd with her wonted Zeal the Morn, 
Thy Birth, O WareoLe, did adorn. 


Four Luſters now are paſt, fince Thou 
With ſteady Hand and chearful Brow, 
The Helm directing, haſt maintain'd 
Thy Seat uncheck'd and unarraign d, 
In ſafety brought our Ship to Port, 

Of Waves and Tempeſts long the Sport. 
Theſe Envy rais'd in league with Spite, 
Who vex'd to ſee the Bark go right, 
Hird bluſt'ring Winds without Remorſe 
To fink her, or obſtruct her Courſe. 
But Thou, like Meptume, when he roſe 
Above the Flood to curb his Foes, 

No ſooner doſt thy Viſage ſhow, 

But Storms and Billows filent grow. 
Proud Envy with her Mate withdraws, 
Unable to ſupport their Cauſe. 


D d | | Thus 
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Thus Faction quell'd at home, who'll dare 

Provoke us to a foreign War? 

While Thou our Pilot art, ſhall Spain 

Infult the Rulers of the Main? | 

* . 9 
But, ah, how dark are Heav'n's Decrees, 

And oft how fatal to our Peace 

To Courage and Addreſs, like thine, 

What wonder, if thy Foes reſign; 

But who has Force or Skill to fence 

Againſt the ſtrokes of Providence? 


When Royal CA ROETN E, of late 
The Pride and Guardian of our State, 
Was ſnatch'd from Earth, what Tongue can tell 
The Pangs that did thy Boſom or 
How was thy ſteady Soul alarm d, 
And all its Faculties diſarm d, 
As if a Loſs whole Nations griey'd 
Were too immenſe to be retrievd? 7 
Yet Patience, ſoſt ning ey ry Woe, 
And Time, that damps'the rudeſt Blow, 
Made lighter what we felt within, 78 
Which to correct had impious been. 
But ſcarce recover'd from this Weight, | 
Which, like an Earthquake, ſhook the State, 
Thou felt't, alas, a private Wound. 
Whoſe Depth to probe was harder found, 
A Stroke to juſtify Deſpair, 
Which ſcarce Philoſophy could bear. | 


HY MU . 


W hat 
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What Anguiſh preſs' d upon thy Soul, 

Too ſtrong for Wiſdom to control, 

When thy belov'd and loving Wife, 

Thy ſweet Companion made for Life, 

Whom Thou with Thought mature hadſt choſe 
To give thy toiling Mind Repoſe, 

Was early torn in Nature's Bloom 

From all thy flatt'ring Hopes to come? 


Say, Stateſman, I to Thee appeal, 
Did ever factious, Patriot-Zeal, 
Puſh'd in a Midnight, fierce Debate 
By Party-Rage, or Rival-Hate, 
When Things embroil'd went moſt amiſs, 
Create in Thee a Pang, like This? 
Did that ſad Chance, fo unforeſeen, . 
Which robb'd us of a matchleſs Queen, 
Thy Benefactreſs, touch thee ſo, 
Tho' Kingdoms trembled at the Blow? 
There guſhing Tears procur'd Reliet, 
And made at leaſt a Truce with Grief; 
But This, too mighty for control, 
Has cleft thy Heart, and ſplit thy Soul. 
Here Sorrow found no healing Balm, 
And was too fierce for Tears to calm. 
Thus one dear Friend has ſunk thee more 
Than Hoſts of Foes e'er did before. 


Well may'ſt thou mourn a Friend ſo true, | 


Whoſe Equal thou ſhalt never view, 
Dd 2 Of 
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Of Aſpect ſweet, judicious, juſt, 

At once exciting Love and Truſt, 

So wiſe, that, tho' by Nature gay, 

She ſpoke but what ſhe meant to ſay. 
Courteous to all, yet well the knew 
To ſep'rate the deſerving Few, 

Officious, friendly to the Beſt, 

And Patroneſs of Worth profeſt. 

Tho' skill'd in Arts, ſhe was ſo meek, 
Her darling Study was to ſeek 

Some Anodyne to lull thy Cares 

That breed or creep in State-affairs, 

As if in Life ſhe knew no Eaſe 

But when ſhe faw thy Mind at peace. 
Heroick was her laſt Adieu, 

If what Report aſſerts be true. 

At Death's Approach ſhe rais'd her Head, 
And ſtruggling to embrace thee ſaid, 

„ One Grace, ere I'm for ever Woüte, 

« have to ask, no mighty Suit, 

« And yet to me a precious Boon, 

% Which is, that you'd forget me foon. 
Thus to the laſt thy Quiet hung 
With tend'reſt Accent on her Tongue. 


Hear This, ye Wives, and bluſhing own 


This Dame has all your Claſs outdone. 
Who doubts what is by all confeſt 

That She in Love ſurpaſs'd the Beſt? 
What wonder then if thou bewail 

A Loſs no Gain can countervail ? 


But, 
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But, Sir, as there's a Time for Grief, 
So one there is to ſeek Relief. | 
Tho' juſt and decent be your Pain, 
Your Sighs, and Plaints, alas, are vain. 
For Death, with Sorrow unappeas'd, 
Holds faſt the Prey ſhe once has ſeiz'd. 
Remember that the King and State 
Your wiſe ſucceſsful Counſels wait, 
That our too long inſulted Trade 
The Realm's Support, ' demands your Aid, 
That all the Deep to Him alone 
Belongs who fills the Britiſb Throne. 
Conſider too what Bands devour 
Their Country's Peace to ſhake your Pow'r, 
Its Bleſſings ſtubborn to reject, 
Unleſs they could the Helm direct, 
Contending ſtill with artful guile 
To govern or diſtract our Ifle. 


Their Projects to defeat O haſte, 
Nor let your Grief your Courage waſte, 
But ſhew the motley mouthing Train 
What tis to rouſe you from your Pain. 
While I a gentler Strain diſplay 
More ſuited to your Natal Day, 

In which each Briton has a part 
Whoſe Breaſt contains a Britiſb Heart: 
A Day, for whoſe Return as long 
As Worth, like yours, ſhall grace my Song, 
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As long as Life continues mine, 25 
My Wiſh ſhall with my Soul combine, 
As long as Truth inſpires your Breaſt, 
And when you late withdraw to Reſt, 
May ſome true Patriot fill your Place, 

If any can, with equal Grace, 

To Mildneſs and Forbearance prone, 
With courteous Manners, like your own,” 
In Senates whole inchanting Tongue 
With Eloquence, like yours, is Ws 
And who in Arts of State refin d 

Is bleſt with ſuch an eaſy Mind. 


Auguſt 26, 1738. Ws g * 


To the Right Honourable 
Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


wa» Laila i 
rags Leonie Wahn 0. 
On his D Y, nas 26, 1739. 
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A V Than thoſe Llape's * bur mike "Light 


Had thro' ſucceſſive Reigns its Beams 1 0 

With ſcarce an intervening Miſt or Shade. 

The Day, which all impartial Britont own il 1 
Gave Birth to Him, whoſe Wiſdom props the Throne, 

8 | And 
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And guards the State, when faithleſs Nations date 
Elude their Treaties and provoke a War. 

All Arts, that tend to Peace, eſſay d in vain, 

He counſels Force, already on the Main 

Our Ships, with Vengeance fraught, their Flags diſplay, 
And o'er th Atlantic Ocean wing their Way. 

So Wiſdom's Goddeſs, brave as well as wiſe, 
When in the Giants' War to give Advice 

By all th' aſſembled Hoſt of Gods requir d, 

Union and Courage in their Breaſts inſpir d. 

Jove thund'ring from on high the Foes diſmay'd, 
In vain againſt his Bolts they call'd for Aid, 

Down from their tow'ring Heights at once they fell 
Unpitied to the Gulph where Horrors dwell. 


207- 


This ancient Tale alludes, if Verſe preſage, 
To what ſhall happen in the preſent Age. 


Thou Pallas art to us, as GEORGE is Ye, 

Who asks what Race the modern Titans prove? 
While to our Britiſb Monarch Fate decrees 

An undiſputed Empire o'er the Seas, 

Shall pilf ring Rovers, ſtarting from their Coaſt, 
Moleſt our Trade, and make our Spoils their Boaſt ? 
This Grievance thou haſt labour'd to prevent, 

And tho' pacifick be thy native Bent, 

When Wrongs are done, the Time none better knows 
Than Thou to arm, and to chaſtiſe our Foes. 


Long may thy ſteady Hand the Helm of State 


Direct, and Fortune on thy Labours wait! 
May 
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May Britain's Honour by thy Counſels grow, 

And Spain to her ſuperior Genius bow! 

May'ſt thou with Glory fix thy Country's Ws 
And live to ſee her boiling Humours ceaſe 

May, when Fate calls, and who can Fate withſtand ? 
Some truth-eſteeming, and impartial Hand 

Ingrave theſe Words upon thy marble Stone, 

« Here WALTOLE lies; whom Ages ſhall bemoai 

« Who, when the moſt licentious Rage and Spite' 

« Did all the ſelf-call'd Patriot-bands unite 

« His honeſt Views with Clamour to oppoſe, 

„ Beheld with Pity his miſguided] Foes, 

« And bent ev'n them. againſt themſelves to ſave - 

« He bore his well-carn'd Honours to his Grave. 
« From whence the Reader may this Inf rence bring, 
Mone better ſervd his CounTry and his KI Nd. 


To es _ Honou rable | 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


AlL. Warrolz, wa thy ftubborn Foes | 
Wich unavailing Rage oppole, 4 

While ſteady GEORGE, who Knows thy Zeal | 
Unweary'd for the Publick Weal, 
With Indignation ſees. the Spite ' 

Thuy Talents in their Breaſts excite. 


Full | 
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Full twenty Vears his Sire and He 

Have with unſhaken Conſtancy 

Thy Counſels us d, and found them true 
Without the leaſt ſiniſter View. 

What Proof more ſhining can be brought 
That thou with ſolid Worth art fraught? 


On ſuch Conviction can the Muſe 
As oft as it returns refuſe 
To mark the Day that gave thee Birth 
To grace and guard thy native Earth, 
From which, if Faction were not blind, 
Ev'n Faction's Self might Safety find? 


Still may thy Wiſdom and thy Pow'r 
Protect us to thy lateſt Hour! 
May yet unnumber'd Days, like this, 
Roll on to lengthen out our Bliſs, 
Make Foes abroad thy Genius dread, 
And thoſe at home, by Fraud miſled, 
Confeſs their never-ceaſing Pain 
Like that of S;/yphus is vain, 
Who when he thought his Labour done 
With Anguiſh found 'twas ſcarce begun. 
For tho the Stone by dint of Strength 
Up to the Mountain's Top at length 
He dragg'd, compell'd by ſtronger Fate 
Down roll'd again th' enormous Weight. 
Such ſtill may their Confuſion be 
Who raſhly dare contend with Thee ! 


Auguſt 26, 1740. E e To 
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'To the night Honourable "Mm 
Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


AT IRE AnNE's Demiſe, aha Harley rul'd the roſt, 
£ E And Britain's Glory was at Utrech? loſt, 
A Bard, that had leſs Shame than Wit, aroſe, . | 


Who vended many a Tale in Verſe and Poſe 


His Patron's branded Conduct to excuſe, 

And rich Preferment crown'd his venal Muſe. 
Thus, tho the Writer, by vile Int'reft way d, 
Mock'd Truth and Virtue, he was amply paid. 


When GOR ſucceeded: to the vacant Throne, 
And ſounder Maxims in his Councils ſhone, 
A juſter Muſe with Heart as well as 5 


The wile Director of new Meafures ſung 


Yet who ſuſpects the latter ſtill remains 


Unthank d, and has her Labour for her pains? 


To ſolve this Riddle, Harley purchas'd Praife, 
But Yalpole wants no Muſe his Fame to raiſe, 


Witneſs a late Event, when Faction bred 
From Diſappointment, and by Vengeance led, 
Strove to remove the Stateſman from his Truſt, 
Tho' to his King and Country ſtrictly juſt; 


Th' Attack, their laſt Effort, by num'rous Bands 


Purſu'd with Vigour, undiſmay'd he ſtands. 
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Of guilt unconſcious he their Spite deſies, 
And void of Proof th' unrighteous Motion dies. 


The Man, whoſe Probity has ſtood the Teſt 
Of Rage and Envy, is at once confeſt 
Unblemiſh d, and ſuperior to his Foes, 

From whoſe ſole Thirſt for Pow'r the Conteſt roſe. 
Charg'd with imagin'd Stains, like golden Ore 
Try'd in the Furnace, he but ſhines the more, 
While his Accuſers, muſt'ring all their Fire, 
Like Meteors make a Flaſh, and then expire. 


O Thou, whoſe Skill attended with Succeſs 
Has long evinc'd that thou wert born to bleſs 
Thy native Iſle on this auſpicious Day, 

Whoſe Beams to After-ages ſhall diſplay 

Thy Wiſdom, Candour, and true Patriot-flame, 
Which more than Titles dignify thy Name, 
Guide ſtill the Helm, whate'er the Muſe betide, 
The State ſecure, the reſt let Fate decide. 


Whether as heretofore by AN NES Command, 
Or that of the firſt GzorGE, ſome foreign Land 
With royal Miſſives grac'd it be her Doom 
Again to tread, and her old Task reſume : 
Or if the Rulers of her Steps ordain 
That ſtill unactive ſhe at home remain, 
Say, Walpole, is there no Diſtinction due 
For ancient Services, and Suff rings too? 


E e 2 
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Small Profit would an Envoy have to boaſt, 
If without Cenſure from his publick Poſt 
Recall'd, inſtead of Praiſe, his Toil's Reward, 
_ He ſhould, hard Lot! be left without Regard: | 
If he, who once to Figure was allow'd 
In foreign Courts, be forc'd amid the Crowd 
To walk on his Return, what Plan or View 
Train'd up abroad could he at home purſue ? 


Not thus unthankful, O miſtake her not, 
The Muſe repines or murmurs at her Lot. 
Grateful ſhe owns, were her Proviſion leſs, 
She ought the Hand, from whence it ſprings, to bleſs. 
Yet further, to thy friendly Aid ſhe knows 
Is chiefly owing what the King beſtows. 
But ſtill ſhe hopes, her Caſe maturely weigh'd, 
It-may deſerve to be more eaſy made. 


Auguſt 26, 174. 
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THE FIRST BOOK. 


Tranſlated from the ORIGINAL French Proſe into 
Engliſh Verſe. 


ARG UM ENI. 


ria. ab 4 by Minerva, under the Figure of 
Mentor, after a Shipwreck lands in the Iſle of the God- 
45%. Calypſo, where Ulyſſes, whom be was ſeeking after, 
had made his abode for ſome time. The Goddeſs receives 
him favourably, falls in Love with him, offers him Im- 
mortality, and asks an Account of his Adventures. He 
recites to her his Voyage to Pylos and Sparta, his being 
driven by Storm upon the Coaft of Sicily, the Peril he 
was in there of being ſacrificed to the Manes of Anchiſes, 
the Succour be and Mentor gave to Aceſtes in an Incur- 
fron of the Barbarians, and that King's Acknowledgment 
of the Service in giving them a Tyrian V eſſel to return 
into their Country. 


THE 


A D VE NT UR E 8 
or 
T E TIE MT $ 
SON of ULYSSES. 


6 LSS ES gone, tho fruitleſs twas to grieve, . 
No Comfort could Calypfo's Mind receive. 

4&5 Her State immortal in her Pangs ſhe found, 
Inſtead of eaſing, but inflam'd her Wound. 

Her Grot reſounded with her Songs no more, 

The Nymphs, who ſerv'd her, ſpeechleſs at her Door. 
With ſympathetick Woe, like Statues ſtood, 

And ſeem'd inanimate as ſtone or Wood. 

Oft would ſhe tread the flow'ry Turf alone, 

And ſighing to herſelf her Loſs bemoan. 

Th' eternal Spring, that did her Iſle ſurround, 

Where Nature' was in all her Beauty found, 


Tho' 
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Tho' form'd to ſooth Afffiction's wonted Train, 
The blooming Scene but added to her Pain, 
When ſhe reflected that her princely Gueſt, 
Who had ſo oft with her thoſe Meadows preſt, 
Late of her Joy, now Subje& of her Moan, 
The ſweet Companion of her Walks was gone. 
Oft would ſhe fit deep-ſighing on the Shore, 
And oft with trickling Tears the Main explore, - 
That Quarter chiefly, where the Ship that ſtole 
The dear, inceſſant Object of her Soul, 

 Swift-ſcudding o'er the Waves, to Sight was loſt; 
Sudden ſhe ſaw, tho diſtant from the Coaſt, 
The Remnants of a Wreck, and ſoon fhe es 
Seats, Planks, and Oars, a Rudder, and a Maſt, 
With ſcatter d Ropes, ſome lodg d upon the Strand, 
And ſome afloat, but driving to the Land. 
Then, ſeiz d with Wonder, ſhe Two Perſons ſpy'd 
Juſt riſing from the Sea's impetuous Tide, 
Of whom one ſeem d with riper Manhood fraught, 
The other quite a Youth, but in her Thought 
Of her Ulyſſes the Reſemblance bore, 
Such was his Mien, and ſuch the Grace he wore. 
Attentive, as the Strangers nearer drew, 
Teemachus at fight the Goddeſs knew, 
That Hero's Son, but tho' things unreveal'd 
To Men are ſeldom to the Gods conceal'd, 
With all her Skill divine ſhe could not trace 
The awful Partner of the Youth's Diſgrace. 
This comes from hence, ſuperior Gods with eaſe 


Hide from the lower Claſs whate'er they pleaſe, 


And 
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And Pallas, who in Mentors Figure deign'd 

To guide the young Telemachus, retain'd 

The Pow'r ſhe had inherent, and her own, 

Nor would the to Calyp/o's Eyes be known. | a 
The Laſt however felt within her Mind 3 
Her Pains diminiſh, and was pleas'd to find ts 
Thrown on her Iſle, tho' by a Chance fo dire, 

Ulyſſes Son, the Picture of his Sire. 


Advancing forward with contracted Brow, 
And feigning neither of the Two to know, 
Thus to the Youth ſhe ſaid, «© What raſh Miſtake 
Has made you without Leave your Ship forſake 
« To land upon my Coaſt? Young Stranger, learn 
« The Danger you thro' Blindneſs don't diſcern. 
«* Unpuniſh'd none preſumes to tread or breathe 
«© Within this Iſle, the bare Attempt is Death.“ 
In threat'ning Words like theſe Calyp/o try'd 
The Joy that ſparkled in her Eyes to hide, 


O Nymph, whoe'er thou art, of mortal Line, 
« Telemachus reply d, or Race Divine, 
« (Tho' to behold your Face and Air the Doubt 
« Soon leſſens, and the Goddeſs ſhines throughout) 
« Canſt thou thy Pity to a Son deny, | 
« Who long the Sport of an inclement Sky 
« Has by tumultuous Winds and Waves been toſt, 
« Without Remorſe, to ſeek a Father loſt, 
« And whoſe frail Veſſel, bulging on your Shore, 


« Drives us at laſt your Mercy to implore? 
Ff « What 
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« What Father is't you ſeek?” ſaid then the Dame: 
The Youth reply d, Ulyſſes is his Name, 

c Of Ithaca fair Ile the Shield and Joy, 

c Of Monarchs not the laſt who ruin d Troy, 

« The City fo renown'd, whoſe Walls ſuſtain d 

« A ten Years Siege, where hapleſs Priam reign'd. 
« Thro' Greece, and Ala round, his Deeds are known, 
« No Prince more gracious ever fill'd a Throne. 

« Fam'd for his Valour, and for Wiſdom more, 

« His Name has reach'd the World's remoteſt Shore, 
« Now wand'ring o'er the Seas, immenſely wide, 

« He fails thro Rocks, and ſtems the foaming Tide, 
« To ſeek his lonp-left Ifle, which ſeems to ſhun 

« His fond Approach, and from his Arms to run. 

« Penelope, his chaſt, lamenting Wife, 

« And I, the Joy and Comfort of his Life, 

« Have loft all hopes his Perſon to review, 

« Whom ſtill th' inexorable Fates purſue, 

« With equal Danger, and with fruitleſs Pain, 

« To ſeek my Sire I ramble o'er the Main: 

« But wherefore faid I Seel? perhaps this Hour 
„The Monſters of the Deep his Limbs devour. 

« Have pity on our Woes, and if you know, 

« O Nymph divine, what Lot is fall'n below 

« To poor Ulyſſes, oh vouchſafe to give | 

“ His dying Son fome News to make him live. 


Touch'd with Compaſſion, and amaz'd to find 
In ſo unripe an Age ſuch ſtrength of Mind, 


Adorn'd 
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Adorn'd with Wiſdom, Eloquence, and Truth, 
Calyp/o fix d her Eyes upon the Youth, 

Nor could enough his lovely Form admire, 

TH exact Reſemblance of his Godlike Sire. 

Silent a while ſhe ſtood, with Wonder ſtruck, 

Then by degrees recov'ring thus ſhe ſpoke : 

“ Your Father's ſtrange Adventures, and paſt Woes, 
« A fitter time ſhall to your Ears diſcloſe. 

« The moving Story's now too long to tell ; 
Mean while, Telemachus, you here may dwell 

ce Secure, and baniſh from your anxious Breaſt 

« The ſad Forebodings that diſturb your Reſt. 
Come to my Manſion, as my Son remain, 

« There you may lead a Life exempt from Pain. 

« My Comfort thou within this lonely Ifle 

« Shalt prove, and I thy Sorrows to beguile 

C Will exerciſe a tender Mother's Care, 

© And Bliſs unmix d with Woes ſhall be thy Share, 
« If well thou know ſt to uſe my proffer d Grace.” 


The Youth, with Tranſport fluſhing in his Face, 
Follow'd his Guide divine, amidſt a Train 
Of ſtately Nymphs, that tripp'd along the Plain, 
Above whoſe lofty Heads the Goddeſs roſe, 
As a tall Oak that in the Foreſt grows, 
Its Boughs high-ſhooting from a Trunk profound, 
O'ertops the Trees with which tis compaſs d round, 
Her dazzling Form Telemachus admires, 
Which darted, like the Sun, ten thouſand Fires, 


Ff a2 | Her 
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Her long, wide- floating Gown of Tyrian dye, 
Which match'd the richeft Azure of the Sky; 

In eaſy Ringlets, waving with the Wind, 

Her Treſſes negligently ty'd behind, 

But with a Grace; her Eyes fo piercing bright, 

As wounded with a Glance the ſtrongeſt Sight, 

Yet, mix'd with Sweetneſs, ſoon the Breach repair d: 
Thus at her Aſpect with the Youth it far'd. 

In modeſt Silence, but with downcaſt Look 

| Grave Mentor in the Rear his Station took. + 


Now at the Grot arriv'd Calyp/o led 
The Strangers in, and courteous thus ſhe faid : 
« Here take your needful Reſt, your Clothes are wet, 
« *Tis time to ſhiſt them, deign without Regret 
« To make this Cell your Home, and when Repoſe 
« Has ſoften d with its Balm your racking Woes, 
« Well meet again, our Stories to relate, 
« And ſee whoſe Bark is moſt oppreſs'd by Fate. 
She then withdrew ; Telemachus, who gaz'd, 
And ftar'd around Kina look'd like one amaz'd. 
Arm-loads of Cedar-wood ſoon air'd the Rooms, 
And fill'd the ſpacious Grot with rich Perfumes, 
Freſh Habits, from Calypſos Wardrobe brought, 
One plain, embroider'd one, and nicely wrought, 
Appear'd to view, with Linen ſoft as Flax 
From which 'twas ſpun, and white as Virgin-wax: 
What elſe was wanted they deſcry'd at hand, 
So ſtrictly was obey'd the Queen's Command. 


The 
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The Youth obſerving that a ſhining Veſt 

Of Silver Tiſſue, folded on a Cheſt; | 
Was deſtin'd for his Uſe, to which was join d 
A Robe of Purple, with a Train behind 

In Length immenſe, and ſuch as Princes wear 
When crown'd with Gold to Senates they repair 
New Laws to paſs, th imperfect old to mend, 

Or private Suits with Bounty to befriend. 

To try the ſplendid Toys he took Delight, 

And ſhew'd uncommon Gladneſs at the Sight. 


Mentor, who ey'd the Scene, with Tone ſevere 
Thus daſh'd his Tranſport in its full Career. 


« Are theſe the Thoughts that ſhould employ the Son 
« Of wiſe Ulyſes, now to Manhood grown ? 

« Think rather to ſuſtain and to admire 

«© The matchleſs Glory of your godlike Sire, 

& To ſpurn ſuch Baubles, and with noble Strife 

« To vanquiſh Fortune that purſues your Life. 

« Youths, that like Women, take a ſecret Pride 

« To deck their Limbs, and ſwim in Pleaſure's Tide, 
« No Friends to Wiſdom, and to Glory leſs, 

« Unworthy prove thoſe Honours to poſſeſs. 

« True Glory follows thoſe who dare refrain 

« From ſoft Delights, and rugged Toils ſuſtain. 


Lay 


** 


Sighing, to this Telemachus reply'd, 
« Now all the Gods forbid, and you, my Guide, 
« Or rather let Deftruction be my Doom, 


« Ere I to worthleſs Toys a Prey become]! 
cc No, 
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« No, Mentor, no, Uiyfſes' Son diſdains 

cc But what propitious Influence of Fate 

« Has made us find in our abandon'd State 
This Goddeſs; or this Mortal, bent to ſave 

« Two hapleſs Wretches ſinking to the Grave, 

« Nor that alone, but in their ſore Diſtreſs 
With ſuch amazing Acts of Bounty bleſs? 7 


C 


“ Fear rather, Mentor to his Pupil ſaid, 

« Storms, tho' unſeen, impending o'er your Head. 

« Fear her deceitful Smiles, and artful Wit, 

« More than the Rocks on which your Veſlel ſplit. 
« Shipwrecks; and Death itſelf, lefs fatal prove 
e Than Pleaſures that attend unlawful Love. 

« Take heed leſt you believe what ſhe'll recount, 

c Youth thro Prefumption will all Bars ſurmount, 
Is ever ſelf-ſufficient, and tho frail, 

« Deems what it onee attempts can never fail, 

« gubſiſts on flatt'ring Hope, has nought to dread, 

« Without Precaution truſts, by Paſſion led. 

« Of fly Calypſo's wheedling Arts beware, 

« Her Eyes are Witchcraft, and her Words a Snare, 
« Whoſe Poiſon, like a Snake that under Flow'rs 

4 Conceals its Head, your Life unſeen devours. 

“In guard againſt yourſelf my Counſels wait, 

« Nor let raſh Deeds 2 your Fate. 


| Refreſh d with dleep, and in ay Clothes array d, 
The Grot with all its Bounds the Gueſts ſurvey' d. 


Tele- 
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Telemachus was here ſurpris d to ſee. 

Under a ruſtick Form, from Splendor free, 

All that could pleaſe the Taſte, or charm the Eye, 
Convenience, Order, Space, and Dignity. 

"Tis true, nor Gold nor Silver there was found, 
No Floors Moſaic deck'd the naked Ground, 

No Jaſper Columns, nor no Tapeſtry wove 

In Perfian Looms adorn'd the plain Alcove, 

No marble Statues in high Nooks were plac'd, 

Nor coſtly Pictures theſe Apartments grac d. 

But 'twas throughout of Shells and Stones a Glut 
In various Shapes that in the Rock were cut, 

And vaulted all around, the Walls were ſpread 
With ſupple Vines, that branching over head, 
And then deſcending low, and ſtretching wide, 
Diffus'd an equal Shade on ev'ry fide. 
Refreſhing Zephyrs ſerv'd, like cooling Streams, 
To fence the Grot from Sols too ardent Beams. 
Sweet, bubbling Springs, flow-flowing thro' the Meads 
Thick-ſown with Velvet Amaranthus Seeds, 

And purple Violets, form'd from Space to Space 
Pure, whollom Baths, as clear as Cryſtal-Glaſs. 

A thouſand new-born Flow'rs, whoſe lovely Hue 
And fragrant Scent at once delight the View 

And gratify the Smell, enamell'd round 

The verdant Plots, with which the Grot was bound, 
There of thoſe tufted Trees a Wood was ſeen, 
Whoſe Fruit like Gold, and Foliage ever green, 
With Bloſſoms intermix'd, as Lilies white, 

On the ſame Boughs their diff rent Charms unite. 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Flowers, tho tranſient, vaniſh but to riſe 
In quick Succeſſion, while their Odour flies 
Diffuſive far and near, and ſheds Pertumes 
Inchanting to the Senſe thro' all the Rooms. 


This Thicket ſeem'd thoſe lovely Fields to crown, 


And form'd at Noon of Day a Dusk ſo brown, 

That Phebus could not pierce the gloomy Shade, 
Which ſhew'd this Grove was for Retirement made, - 
There nought was to be heard but Birds that ſung 
Melodious Notes, which thro the Woodland rung, 
Or ſome-remote Caſcade, that from the height 
Of diſtant Rocks precipitates its Flight 

With guſhing Spouts along the flow'ry Meads, 
And as it flies the Soil with Moiſture feeds. 


> Ss 


The Grot was on a Hill's declining Side, 


From whence the Ocean was at full deſcry'd, 


Now clear and ſmooth as Glaſs, tumultuous now, 


And raſhly ſtriving with an angry Brow | 


To pierce the ſolid Rocks, which with Diſdain 
Repel the Mountain-Waves, that roar in vain, 

A winding River form'd another View, 

Where Iſles that ſeem'd to float in Cluſters grew, 
Edg'd round with fragrant Limes, and Poplars high, 


| | Whoſe Heads appear d up-ſtretching to the Sky. 
The diff rent Channels, which theſe Iſlands made, 


In ſporting-wiſe along the Meadows play d. 
Theſe with a rapid courſe their Billows roll'd 


Like Cryſtal clear, and Thoſe as if controlFd 
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By ſome unſeen Reſtraints ſo ſoftly ſtream d, 
That like a ſtanding Pool their Waters ſeem'd, 
While others, that in diſtant Windings ftray'd, 
Turn d back, and whence they roſe the Source betray d, 
As if by Nature puſh'd they could not long 
Deſert th inchanting Shores from whence they ſprung.” 
Hills rang'd on Hills, that match'd the Clouds in height, 
Whoſe Surpmits with eternal Snow were white, 
At diſtance ſpy'd diverſfify'd the View, 
And made th' Horizon gay as well as new. 


A brighter Scene, of more extenſive kind, 
The moſt unbounded Fancy could not find. 


The neighb'ring Mountains were with Branches ſtrung 
Of ſpreading Vines, whoſe Fruit in Chaplets hung. 
The Grapes in Cluſters, that like Purple ſhin'd, 
Diſdaining their broad Leaves to ſculk behind, 
Stretch'd out to ſuch a Size, the Parent-Tree 
Was cruſh'd, o'erburden'd with its Progeny. 
Olives, Pomegranates of a golden hue, 

Almonds in bloom, delightful to the View, 
Plumbs, Pears, delicious, rich, whoſe Juice divine 
Approaches Ve&ar, Apples from the Pine 

That match Ambroſian Food, fair Vonpareilles : 
Whoſe Taſte beyond the Rennet Race prevails, 
The Musk-ſweet Melon, and the melting Peach, 
High- flavour d Golden Pippins within reach 
Depending on dwarf Trees, blue Figs that vie 
With luſcious Manna dropping from the Sky, 
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Spontaneous grew on this inchanting Soil, 
Excluſive of the Gard'ner's Care and Toll. 
Plants of each kind fprung up without control, 
And form d a ſecond Eden of the whole. 


The native Beauties of the Iſle ſurvey'd, 

Telemac bus, who had with Mentor ſtray d, 
Back to the Grot return d, for now the Queen 
Was dreſt, and in her Cloſet to be ſeen. 
Both enter'd, by the Nymphs in waiting led, 
Calypſo ſmiling to the Strangers ſaid, 
« What think you of this loneſom Iſle? the Place 
- « Is rural, but not deſtitute of Grace. 
Retirement is my Choice, here Peace and Joy 
« Unmix'd with Anguiſh all my Hours employ. 
Charm'd with her Words and Voice, where Wiſdom hung 
In ſeeming guiſe, as Mufick on Her Tongue, 
With Rev'rence bending low, the Youth reply'd, 
« A Place, like This, where Angels might abide . 
“ Without Regret, is ſo furpaſſing fair, x0: 
« That nought retnaſns to wiſh when You are there. 

A Strain ſo courtly, ſpoke with modeſt Grace, 
Produc d a Bluſh, that mantled on her Face, 

Which, tho” it Tais d her Charms, The ſtrove to hide 
By turning baſhfully Her Head aſide. 

« Im gad, the ſaid, the Place and Miſtreſs pleate, 

« Here then forget your Cates, and live at caſe. 

« Scarce yet rtcover'd from your Toi at Sea, 
« guſtain d by angry Wepiiies harth Decree, 


« Well 
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« Well may you wiſh: your weary'd Limbs to reſt, 

* And gain a Truce from Thoughts that rack your Breaſt. 
« Refreſhments wait without, tis time to give 

« An Hour to Joy, Calypſo bids you live. 

Then ſmiling ſhe withdrew, the Prince amaz'd 

To hear ſuch gracious Words, on Mentor gaz'd, 

Who ſilent and unmov'd no Sign expreſt 

Of what Telemachus's Eyes confeſt. 


Mean time the Nymphs, in Snow-white Veſts array d, 
And whoſe curl'd Trefles on their Shoulders play'd, 
Had for their Gueſts prepar'd a plain Repaſt, 

Simple in Shew, but exquiſite of Taſte, 

And ſerv'd with Elegance, there no Ragouts 

With poinant Sauce, invented to abuſe 

And charge the Stomach, on the Board were ſet ; 
Birds caught with Lime, or lur'd within the Net, 
Or white-fleſh'd Coneys from their Burrows ſtray d, 
And kill'd for Sport, -the whole Collation made. 
From maſſy ſilver Jars, immenſely great, 

True, genuine Wine, and more than Vefar ſweet, 
Was pour'd, when wanted, into Cups of Gold, 
Deck d round with Flow rs in twiſted Chaplets roll d. 
The choiceſt Fruits, which budding in the Spring, 
The Heats of Summer to Perfection bring, ; 
And plenteous Autumn ſtrows upon the Ground, 

In wicker Baskets brought, the Banquet crown d. 
Four beauteous Nymphs, the youngeſt of the Train, 
Began in vocal Quire their Throats to ſtrain, 
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And firſt the Combat of the Gods they ſung | 

Againſt the Giant-Race, who headlong flung 

Down to the Center of the Earth, were chain'd 

To Rocks of Adamant, where Pluto reign'd. 

Then changing Notes, as Sound delights to rove, 

They touch'd th' Amours of Semele and Fove, 

= Birth of Bacchus, in the Thund'rer's Thi igh 
Ingrafted till he reach'd Maturity, 

Then left to old Silenus Care, who taught 

The jolly Youth to drink and baniſh Thought. 

The Race of Aialanta fair and young 

Againſt Hippomenes was ſweetly ſung, 

Who back'd by Venus in his dang'rous Suit 

So opportunely threw the golden Fruit, 

That ſtooping to amaſs what charm'd her Eyes, 

She of the Youth defy'd became the Prize. 

Such Force th Heſperian Apples had to gain a 

Her, who all Lovers treated with Diſdain. 1 

Nor was the recent War of Toy forgot, Mt 


The Fate of Hector, and King Priam's Lot: 
_Ubſtesr Combats im their Verſes ſhin'd;, - 


Nor was his well-known Prudence left behind; 

To whoſe Efforts was due the Grecian Claim 

To vanquifh'd Troy, the utmoſt ſtretch of Fame. 

This great Event, the deep Reſult of Thought, 
Which not Achilles” Vabour could have wrought, '' 
But fingly from Ulyſſes Foreſight ſprung, 

Was juſtly made the Burden. of their ba 


- Of all the Nymphs Leucorboe the firſt, 


Who from the Cradle was to Muſick nul. 
oy „ 8 To 
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To touch the ſounding Harp allow'd the beſt, 
Play'd to th* inchanting Voices of the reſt, 

Thus adding with inimitable Grace 

To the ſhrill Treble's Part the thorough Baſs. 

At mention of. his Sire the Son was ſtruck 

With Griet ſo piercing that the Blood forſook 

His Cheeks, and guſhing Tears with haſty pace 
From his ſwoln Eyes ran trickling down his Face, 
Which gave new Luſter to his lovely Mien; 

But when Calyp/o ſaw this moving Scene, 

For ſhe was preſent, ſtraight a Sign ſhe made 

To change the Subject, which the Nymphs obey'd. 
Then inſtantly the drunken Broil they ſung,, 
When red-hot Brands the Lapitheans flung, 
Amidſt the Centaurs at a Wedding-Feafſt,. 

Where valiant The/evus was himſelf a Gueſt ;. 

And next the Thracian Bard's Deſcent to Hell 
With Harp in Hand, as ancient Poets tell, 

To reſcue from the Grave his beauteous Wife, 
Who was by Muſick's Charms reſtor d to Life 

On Terms th' impatient Husband could not keep, 
Doom'd ever for a Look his Loſs to weep. 
Diſaſtrous Chance | for on that fatal View 

Pull'd back ſhe bad her Love a laſt Adieu, 


The Conſort ended, and Collation done, 
Thus ſpoke Calypſo to Ulyſſes Son: 
« You ſee, young Offspring of a matchlels Sire, 
« Whoſe Worth, tho loſt to me, I fill admire, 
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« And whoſe reſembling Features well I trace 

« In you, the Hope and Pillar of his Race 3 

& You ſee with what Regard not you alone 

& J treat, but Mentor, tho to me unknown. 

* Suffice it he's your Friend, which ſacred Tye 

ce Protects him too, whoſe Lot were elſe to die. 

« For know, Immortal is Calyþ/o's State, 

„ And bat to touch this Iſle by doom of Fate 

cc Is inſtant Death to all without Reprieve, 

« Who make the raſh Attempt without my Leave. 
<« Not ev'n the Wreck that forc'd you on my Shore, 
« And made my melting Heart your Woes deplore, 
« Were Plea fafficient to defend your Cauſe, | 
« Did Love not interpoſe to check the Laws. 

« The like Good - fortune was your Father's Lot, 

« But He, alas) my Favours ſoon forgot, 
« Tho' long my Gucft, and deaf to found Advice bag 
« Rejected Friendſhip's hoſpitable Ties. 

« Here ſhelter'd from be Strokes of adverſe Fate, 
« He might have ſhar'd a more than mortal State, 
« And'paſt his Life with me, a Goddeſs born, 
“ Had not a headſtrong Paſſion to return 

« To his own wretched Country made him flight 
« An Offer placd in fuch a tempting Light. 

« You ſee what he has loſt, nor could your Sire 

« Review that Object of his fond Defire. 

« Determin'd to be gone my Coaft he left 

« Precipitate, but as the Seas he cleft, 
Long toſs d, and made the Sport of ev'ry Wind, 
* And oft regretting Joys he left behind, 
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« A Tempeſt puniſh'd his unjuſt Diſdain, 
* And ſunk his Veſſel found'ring in the Main. 

ce Warn'd by this ſad Example fure his Son 
« Will wiſer prove, nor equal Dangers run, 
« Since after ſuch a Wreck all Hope is flown 
« To ſee your Father, and to mount a Throne 
e So long abandon d, tho your Claim be juſt, 
« For Abſence often tempts to break a Truſt. 
<« Yet fink not under this Reverſe of Fate, 
“ Your Crown tho loſt, not deſp'rate is your State, 
« Since here the fame Divinity you find, | 
« That loy'd your Father, to his Son inclin'd, 
“ With whom you might enjoy without diſpute 
A nobler Scepter, and her Love to boot. 
She told the Youth what Joys Ulyſſes felt 
In that delightful Place, while there he dwelt. 
Then by degrees a long Account ſhe gave 
Of what befel him in the Cyclops Cave, 
And Perils run amidſt the ſavage Brood 
Of Leſtrigont who made Man's Fleſh their Food, 
And drank his Blood, where led by Hunger dire 
They ſcrunch'd the dear Companions of his Sire. 
Nor was the Witch forgot, of Phebus Line, 
Whoſe fell Inchantments turn'd his Friends to Swine. 
The Rocks of Scylla and Gharybiis clos d 
The Scene of Ills, to which he was expos d. 
But wary in her Tale, when on the Deep 
Long buffered, then wreckt, ſhe feign'd to weep 
His Father loſt, ſhe hid with ſtudy'd Guile 


His landing ſafe in the Pheacian Iſle. 
| Tele- 
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Telemachus, who had too ſoon believ d 1 A » 
That all the gen rous Favours he receiv'd Cd 
From pure, diſintereſted Bounty ſprung, £ 
And that Calyp/e's Heart was on her Tongue, > 
Now ſaw her Artifice with ſome Surpriſ ccc, 
And own'd the Couuſels of his Guide were wiſe,  » 

He anſwerd in few Words, « Excuſe my Grief, 

« Fair Queen, which now admits of no Relief. 

«© Perhaps when Time has quell'd my preſent Pain, 

© The tempting Fortune, now propos d in van, 
« May work upon my Mind, my Father's Loſs 
* Muſt needs this Inſtant all my Thoughts ingroſs, 

« And ſuch a Father too, whoſe Worth to tel! 
« Were Pain ſuperfluous, for you knew'him well, | 
« Much better than myſelf, and till you keep 

In mind th' eternal Cauſe I have to weep. 

« Indulge me then a Moment, and oh ſpare nl 
4 My Soul a while from any other Care. i adv 0 


Calypſo then forbore the Youth to preſs, 
And ſeem'd to juſtify his deep Diftreſs. 
With heaving Sighs ſhe kept an equal pace 
With his, and guſhing Tears'bedew'd her Face. 
But ſtill to know the better how to move 
A Heart ſo young, and make it bend to Love, 
She ask d him by what Chance his Ship was 5 
And what Adventure drove him on her Coaſt. 
« What you demand, ſaid he, ſhould I recite, 
« 'Twould tire your Patience, nor would end e ere Nicht. 


« « Beſide, 
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c Reſide, the Story of my dreadful Woes 

« What Ear could hearken to, or Tongue expoſe? 

« No matter, anſ{wer'd ſhe, I long to know It 
« Their full Extent, and whence thoſe Evils grow. 
Preſs d with ſuch Force her Suit he could not fail 

To grant, and thus began the moving Tale. 


« From [/haca, to ſeek my Father bent, 
« Born on the Wings of filial Zeal I went, 
In hopes ſome ſure Intelligence to gain 
« From neighb'ring Coaſts, or on the wide-ſtretch'd Main, 
« Or in the Courts of Kings return'd from Troy, 
« Whole Friendſhip gave my Soul ſome glimpſe of Joy. 
«© My Mother's fond Admirers were ſurpris d 
« To find me gone, tho they my Youth deſpis d. 
« But all their Meaſures to prevent my Flight 
Were uſeleſs, favour d by the Shades of Night. 
ce Not Mæſtor, whom at Pylus firſt I ſaw, 
« Whoſe Age and Wiſdom ſtruck my Soul with Awe, 
% Nor Menelaus, of whom I next inquird 
& At Sparta's Court, could tell what I deſir d. 
« Both Kings receiv'd me with a Friend's Embrace, 
« But neither could my Father's Fortune trace. 
« Thus wand'ring long in vain, and weary'd out 
« With undetermin'd. Plans, and racking Doubt, 
« At length I purpos'd all Suſpence to end, 
« And tow'rds Sicilia's Shore my courſe to bend, 
« Where Fame reported in a Tempeſt toſt 
« Ulyſſes drove as to the neareſt Coaſt, 
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« But Mentor, whom you ſee, with Wiſdom frau ght, 
« To check ſo unadvis d a Project ſought, 
« Which to divert he told me of the Race 
ce Of Cyclops that inhabited the Place, | 
„ Fierce, monſtrous Giants, that within their Den 
« Devour'd the Fleſh and drank the Blood of Men. 
« Again, /Zneas and the Trojan Fleet, 
«© Now there, he ſaid, we could not fail to meet, 
« And as thoſe Trojans are the mortal Foes 
« Of ev'ry Greeh, twere Madneſs to expoſe 
« Our Lives to their fell Wrath, beſide what Prize 
« Like great Ulyſſes Son could glut their Eyes 
« What Joy to ſhed his Blood their Hearts would fill, 
« Whoſe Father did ſo many Trajan kill ! * 
« To Ithaca, continu'd he, return, 
tc Perhaps your godlike Sire, whoſe Fate you en, | 
« Protected by the Gods is ſtill alive, | 14 
« And will be there, ere you yourſelf arrive. 
« But if thoſe Gods, whoſe Judgments we adore, 
« Have doom'd he ne er ſhould ſee his Country more, 
te His Loſs tis then your Duty to ſupply, - 
e With Courage arm'd his haughty Foes defy, 
« His Wrongs at home revenge, your Mother . 
« And let all Iehaca your Prudence ſez: 
« Shew in your Perſon, not to Greece done, t Af. 
Hut to the World, that wiſe Lyſer Son | 
« Deſerves the Scepter which his Father bore, 
« And ſcorns to yield the Diadem he wore. | 


, Mi} 
ce This 
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« This wholſom Counſel, ſo diſcreet, ſo kind, 
Made no Impreſſion on my ſtubborn Mind, 
« By Paſſion only ſway'd, yet Mentors Love 
© To me was ſuch, that when he fail'd to move 
« My Soul to hearken to his ſound Advice, 
« He choſe to ſecond my raſh Enterprize, 
© The Gods permitting oft that ſome Defect 
In Conduct Man's Preſumption ſhould correct. 


While thus Telemachus his Task purſu'd, 
Calyp/o with Attention Mentor view d. 
Surpris'd ſhe ſeem'd a while, and thought ſhe felt 
That ſomething more than Man about him dwelt. 
Confounded till the more the more ſhe gaz d, 
With hagard Eyes ſhe ſtar'd like one amaz'd, 
* Unable, tho' divine, to fift and ſcan 
The dark Receſſes of the ſeeming Man. 
Thus fill'd with Terror and Miſtruſt ſhe ſtood, 
Like one intangled in a pathleſs Wood. 
But checking ſoon her Fear, Go on, ſhe cry'd, 


. 
. 


* 
— 


« Friendly a while we made a gentle Sail 
« Dire&ly bent for the 77inaci5@n Coaſt, 
« But ah, how ſoon were our Endeavours croſs d! 

« Sudden we ſaw a dreadful” Tempeſt riſe, 

« That hid the Sun from our aſtoniſh'd Eyes. 

« Loud, deaf ning Peals amidſt the Shades of Night 

« Were heard, and Light nings flaſh'd that dim'd the Sight, 
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te Yet by whoſe Glare we other Veſſels ſpyd 
« Expos'd like ours upon the foaming Tide. 
ce Theſe were the Squadron of the Trojan Chief, 
« Anchiſes Son, which added to our Grief, | 
« For Rocks, and Waves, and Quickſands near the Shore 
« So rife, by Greeks were not redoubted more. 
« *Twas A I ſaw and felt what Heat of Youth 
« Had made me ſhun till now, the Force of Truth, 
« Whoſe Precepts tho' ſo oft before me laid 
« J never had with due Attention weigh'd. _ 
« Amidſt theſe dang rous Bars that croſs d our Way 
« Mentor appear d intfepid, firm, and gay, 
« More. brisk- than he was wont, twas he alone 
ce Inſpir d my Soul with Courage not my _ 
e With Force ſuperior not to be diſmay'd, 
« And while our Guide, tho Maſter of his Trade, 

cc And bred to Perils, was aghaſt with Fear, 
e Mentor untroubled did his Veſſel ſteer, » 
« Gave out his Orders with an Air ſedate, my 
« Chear'd all the Crew with Hopes, and ſaid their Fate 
« At ſuch a Juncture on their Labour hung, 
« Now this, now that way, with: ſonorous Tongue 
« He cry'd, Your Oars with-Force redoubled 'ply, 
* When Life is in your Hands who fears to die? 

« Twas thus he gave them heart, whilſt I amaz d 
« At what I ſaw and heard on Mentor gad 
« With Admiration, then approaching ſaid, 
« O wherefore has my Youth ſo ill obey d 
« A Friend ſo dear, Whoſe Coumſels ever juſt 
« In all Concerns of Life twere ſafe to truſt ? 
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«* How wretched is the Man, who in an Age 
« When headſtrong Folly doth with Wiſdom wage 
ec Inceſſant War, in which his ſtubborn Mind, 
« Forgetful of the paſt, alike is blind 
« To what's to come, and Temper wants to guide 
« Life's floating Bark, and ſtem the preſent Tide, 
« Deaf, and ungovern d, to himſelf alone | 
« Attends, and ſpurns all. Counſels but his own. 
4 If now we ſeape, and land on yonder Shore, 
“Never, O Mentor, ſhall your Pupil more 
& His own Ideas truſt, but as a Foe | 
« Regard himſelf, ſole Author of his Woe, 
«© You, only you, renouneing all beſide, 
« Tl own hereafter as my ſureſt Guide.“ 
To this his wiſe Conductor ſmiling ſaid, 
ce Think not, Telemachus, I ſhall upbraid 
« Your Vouth with doing 'what you on a Fault, 
« Which juſtly might to your Account be brought. 
« Sufficient tis for me that you confeſs 
« What thus-acknowledg'd makes your Error leſs. 
« A Mind that feels, and feeling dares diſcloſe 
« Its Weakneſs, by Reflexion ſtronger grows. 
But when the Danger's paſt, ſo light are Men, 
« Perhaps Preſumption will return again. 
« However Courage at this inſtant Hout 
<« Is need ful, Faintneſs would our Lives 4 
« Before e make th Attempt, ve ſhould recall 
c And fear th* Effects of raſh, ungovern'd Hafte: 
« But when we are \tnibark'd,! and -Perils threat, 


ce We then ſhould mock the worſt Diſtreſs we meet. 
« Be 
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« Be therefore great Ulyſſes worthy Son,” Note 
« And ſhew your Fortitude's too true to ſhun 49 20 
« Or ſhrink at Dangers that our Lives ſurround, 60 
4 T hen * what will, ' you are with PE crown d. 
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Sage Mentor's reed ed Webber Jjoin'd 
With manly Courage charm'd my wond'ring Mind, 
But what ſurpris d me more was to behold 
With what Addreſs, ſcarce credible when told, 
He fav'd us from the Team; when the Light 
Began to diſſipate the Shades of Night, 

Juſt at a Juncture when they could not . 

To know without a Glaſs our Grecian Sail, 

One Trojan Veſſel, built like ours, he yd, a 
Stray d from the Fleet, and driving by our Side, 

With Main and Top- ſails looſe, upon whoſe Stern 

A Wreath of certain Flow'rs'he could diſcern. 
Straight was our Poop with waying Chaplets crown * > 
Reſembling theirs, and Streamers plac'd around + 
Our ſhatter'd Bark, of equal Size and Dye 
With thoſe, that at a diſtance ſtruck his Eye. 
He then gave Orders that the Slaves who plyd 
Their ftretch'd-out Oars to ſtem th impetuous Tide, | 
On their firm Seats with Bodies bending low We 
Should fink to paſs unknown amidft the Foe. - 

Fram'd with ſuch Art this Stratagem prevail d, 
And thus quite through their Fleet ſecure we fail'd. 
The Trojans, as we paſs'd, huzza d for joy 

To ſee their Fellows, as they judg'd, of Troy, 
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Whom they ſuſpected loſt, their Fleet rejoin, 
And ſtrengthen in Diſtreſs their ſcatter d Line. 
Such was the Ocean's Rage, that for a while 
We were conſtrain d for Safety to beguile 

Our mortal Foes ſtill on, with them to move, 
And Perils greater than the Storm to prove. 

At length by Chance or Art we lagg'd behind, 
And while th' unceaſing Fury of the Wind 
With Guſts redoubled them to Africk bore, 

By dint of Oars we gain d. Sicilid's Shore: 


But what we fought with ſuch a greedy Eye 
Prov'd worſe than hoſtile Ships that made us fly. 
Here other 7r9jans to our Coſt we found 
Held on the Coaſt a certain Tract of Ground, 
Where old Aceſtes reign'd, of Dardan Blood, 

To Greeks unfriendly, tho by Nature good. 
Scarce had we trod th inhoſpitable Land, 


But gath ring Crowds that cover d all the Strand, 


Took us for Inmates of the Iſle that came 

By force of Arms their Settlements to claim, 
Or Spies deputed from ſome hoſtile Shore 

The Coaſt to view, and Country to explore. 
Sudden they burnt our Ship, and all the Crew 
Without remorſe theſe ſavage Tigers ſlew, _ | 
Reſerving me and Mentor, ſcarce for Grief 
Alive, to be preſented to their Chief, 

That from our Mouths he might diſcover whenee 
Our Veſſel came, and under what pretence, 


239 


5A 


The 


206 Pons on feuer QCouStoN 8, 
nn V 
Like Criminals to NMeeution led. ft! bn, 
Our Arms behind our Backs with Cor: ware yd, 
And Throngs of Rabble preſs d on ev ry ide. 
Thus was our Death retarded' but co glut Dar 10 
A cruel Mob, -whoſe Ears are ever ſhut” 12 I HN 
To ſoft Compaſſion, with a ſhocking Sight, 
Which only can inhuman Eyes delight » 
For well we onels'd, when once it ſhould be known 
That we were Grelle, the fatal Die was kthrown. 


Before the ſovereign Judge, r * Land, ' 
A golden Scepter holding in his Hand, E107 
And ready to conſult the Will of Fate 
On ſome important Bus neſs of the d, 
By ſolemn Sacrifice, like Victims hte, 
He ask d us whence we came, and what we enen, = 
With Tone ſevere; and with contraftedBrow, ei 
When 'twas we landed on the Coaſt, and how. 
Mentor reply d in haſte, O King, we come 
« From great Shore, and far from home | 
« Seek honeſt Gain, by Traffick* lawiul Courſe, 

« As Merchants, but abhorring Fraud and Force... 
Adapted to our Caſe by Words like theſe 
He ſtudy'd to remove all Thoughts of Gran. 

But ſtern Aceſtes ſoon his Mind reveal d, 

And taking us for Stranger Wo conceald- 126.0 21 
Some deep Deighe, erdait d por the Spot 1 280 1 
A neighb ring Foreſts Bound ſhould. be qur Lot, 
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Where kept like common Slaves we ſhould abide 
To ſerve vile Herdſmen that oer Flocks preſide. 
Not Death itſelf fo dreadful ſeem'd to me 

As ſuch a Life, Or change your harſh Decree, 

« O King, I cry'd, or let us die, the Task 

« You ſet is ruder far than what'I ask, 

« Unworthy of the great Ulyſſes Son, 

« Whoſe Blood within my Veins 1 boaſt to own. 
Know me for young Telemathus, who ſpring 

« From Irhaca's renown'd, but hapleſs King. 

« I ſeek my Father thro the wide- ſtretch d Main, 

« But if, alas, Tm doom d to ſeek in vain, 
Nor ſee my Country more, nor Bondage ſhun, 
« Then let my Glaſs of Life no longer run. 

« A Prince fo born to die would rather chooſe, 

« Than live in ne or * FEBS oe 


Scarce were theſe Words by me pronounce 45 bes ore 
The Crowd to Fury mov'd began to roar, 
e Periſh the Son of that inhuman Sire, 
« Whoſe Wiles conſum'd our native Troy with Fire. 
« Unhappy Offspring, ſaid Aceftes then, 
« Of dire Ulyſſes, cruelleſt of Men, 
« Our mortal Foe, I can't refuſe your Blood 
« To all the Trojan Ghoſts that in the Flood 
« Of black Cocytus uninterr'd remain, 
« And ftrive to reach th Elyfian Shore in vain. 
« Plung'd by his fatal Arts they how," they groan, 
« And call aloud' for Vengeance on his Son. 


al | : 7 
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* You and your Leader then without Reply 
As deſtin'd Victims muſt prepare to die. 


On this an ancient Man, tho' worn with Age 
Extreme, yet boiling with unſeemly Rage, "IP . 
With Voice ſonorous cry d, „80 juſt a Doom 
« Were beſt accompliſh'd on Archiſes Tomb. 

« Their Blood, faid he, would pleaſe that Hero's Shade, 

60 And when a facrifice ſo duly made "OO 

Should reach /A&neas! Ears, what Joy the gy 

« Would feel to ſee Revenge fo well begun, 

« To find Aceftes did ſo high revere 

% What to a pious, Offspring was ſo dear, 5 

A Thought ſo new, yet ſpecious in its kind, 

Found eaſy Entrance in the People's Mind, 

And paſt without Demur, thus all conſpir d 

To — perform'd the Sacrifice delir'd. | 

Thus to the Place compell'd; we, took our way 

Where the Remains of old Aucbiſes lay, 

Already Altars ſmoł d, the halloy d Wood 0 

Was in a Flame, the Prieſt in Surplice ſtood BE 

With Knife in hand, while we with Garlands crown'd 
Appear'd like harmleſs; Sheep for Slaughter bound. 

Remorſe was-baniſh'd from each lavage Breaſt, _ 

And nought but brutal Violence conſeſt. 

We touch' d our lateſt Hout, when free iq Dread 

Himſelf thus Mentor to Aceſtes ſaid: 


« If young Telemuchus, oppteſsd with Woes, 2 
« Affect von ant. ner ſhould a Hoſt of Foes 
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Be ready to o erwhelm you, like a Flood 

That breaks all bounds and ſcorns to be withſtood ; 
If then ſome friendly Notice ſhould be ſent 

To arm in time againſt the dire Event, 

Methinks the Terror it would ſtrike ſhould make 
No ſlight Impreſſion for your Country's fake. 

To pierce in what's to come, O King, is mine, 
This Science, which is juſtly call'd divine, 

Makes me foreſee that, ere three Days are paſt, 
Unleſs to ſtem the Tide you arm in haſte, 

A multitude of fierce, unnumber'd Foes, 

Which like a Deluge unreſiſted grows, 

Will from the Mountains pour with Fury down, 
O'erflow your City, and your Country drown. 
If Pity fails, at leaſt let Int'reſt move, 

Nor loſe one Moment, if yourſelves you love. 
Let all be.arm'd before to-morrow's Dawn, 

And your rich Flocks within your Walls be drawn. 
Should my Prediction in three Days be found 
Without effect, then ſtrike the fatal Wound 
You have pronounc d, but if tis verify d, 

Our Innocence will by th' Event be try d. 
Twould then be much unjuſt to puniſh thoſe 
With Death, from whom your Preſervation roſe. 


Aceſter, greatly at theſe Words amaz d, 


With Admiration on the Speaker gaz d, 
Who utter'd with a Boldneſs what he ſaid 
That ſtruck the King and all his Court with Dread, 


I i 2 And 
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And Veneration mix d, unknown before, 

Such penetrating Force his Language bore. 

« I ſee, O Stranger, thus the King reply d, 

ce I ſee the Gods, who have your Virtue try d 

« With adverſe Fortune, chooſe your Mind to bleſs 
« With Gifts too rich for Greatneſs to poſſeſs. 

He then gave inſtant Orders to ſuſpend 

The Sacrifice till three ſhort Days ſhould end, 

The Time preſcrib'd, and labour'd to prevent 
With utmoſt Diligence the Foe's Intent, 

By Mentor threatned, in a trice the Town 
Summon'd to War was in an Uproar thrown. 
Strong, panick Terror ſeiz'd; the female Band, 
Who trembled as if Doomſday were at hand. | 
The Old, whom Time had bent, half-dead beſides, 
Hied to their Homes thro Fear with double Strides. 
The Cries of Infants; and the Din of Arms 
That ev'ry Quarter fill'd, increas d th Alarms. 
The bleating Sheep that in rich Paſtures fed 
Without the Walls, and lowing Oxen bred 

For Work as well as Food, in Droves were ſent 
To ſtock the City, and in Stables pent, 

Tho' inſufficient found ſuch Flocks to hold, 

That us'd to ſpacious Champains ſpurn'd the Fold. 
In ev'ry Part a wild Confuſion reign'd, 

And thoſe who mov'd for Paſſage were conſtrain'd 
To puſh with all their Force to make their way, 
Beſide ten thouſand Tongues amidſt the Fray 
Were heard, whoſe Jangling made fo hoarſe a Sound;! 
'Twas like a Swarm of Hornets humming round. 


None 
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None could be underſtood, Words were but Wind, 
In ſuch a Chaos ev'ry Senſe was blind. 

The Man unknown was taken for a Friend, 

And this did to a Foe his Hand extend. 

All ran about amaz'd unknowing where, 

Or, as amidſt a Storm, what courſe to ſteer. | 
But ſtill the Chiefs, who guide the Herd below, 
And always thro' Conceit affect to know 

More than the reſt of Mortals, fondly thought 
That Mentor's Threats were with Impoſture fraught, 
And forg'd to ſave his Life, not ſo conceiv'd 

The King, who what the Greek foretold believ'd. 


Before the third Day's Cloſe, while all the Tribe 
Of fleering Politicians ſhot their Gibe 
On this Event, a Cloud of Duſt was ſpy'd 
Upon the neighb'ring Hill's declining Side. 
This ſoon was follow'd by an armed Hoſt 
Of fierce: Barbarians, covering all the Coaſt. 
Theſe were Himerians call'd, a ſavage Brood, 
That dwell where Agrigentum's rapid Flood 
Precipitates its Fall with dreadful Sound 
From Mountain-tops, and drowns the Country round. 
Some from the Cliffs of Vebrodes deſcend, 
Where Snows eternal o'er their Summits bend. 
The ſtiff, wiſe Heads, who Mentor's Skill deſpis'd, 
Saw in a trice their Flocks and Slaves ſurpris' d. 
To Mentor thus the King more gracious ſaid, 
I now forget that you in Greece were bred. 


e“ Our 
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« Our Fes betome dur Friends, my Eyes unſeald 
« Perceive the Gods have ſent you here to ſhield 
Our Lives from quick Deſtruction juſt at hand, 
« And ready to devout th unguarded Land. 
« Nor do I leſs expect in — to {ee | 
« That Valour keeps with Wiſdom 
« Haſte then to give us Succour; Mentor Airaipht, 
So unconcern'd before, and fo ſedate, 
On th' Inſtant darts fuch Light ning from his Eyes, 
As ſtrikes the boldeſt Warriors with Surpriſe. 
A ſew'n- fold Buckler on his Arm he takes, 
Girds on his Sword, the pointed Jav'lin ſhakes, 
His Helmet on his Head, to Arms he calls, 
And marſhals all the Troops within the Walls, 
Then leads them out to ſeek th' invading Foes, 
And breathes Revenge and Slaughter, as he goes. 
The King, tho equal Vengeance fird his Mind, 
Thro' Age advancing” flow lagg d far behind. 
I follow'd cloſer with a youthful Speed, 
Yet Mentor's eager Hafte did mine exceed. 
His ſteel Cuiraſs, as was by all confeft, 
Shin'd like Minerva's Exid on his Breaft. 
The Battel now begun, Deſtruction roſe 
In ev'ry Rank, whete Mentor dealt his Blows. 
As a Numidian Lion, When His Maw 
Is empty ftrikes the Woods and Plains with Awe 
Roaring tremendous, if by chance he ſpies 
A Troop of feeble Sheep, with fparkling Eyes 
He leaps into the Fold, and like a Flood 
The Ground is in an Inſtant ſtrew'd with Blood. 


Piecemeal 
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Piecemeal he tears the Flock, the Shepherds fly 
Aghaſt, and let the helpleſs Victims die. 

Such was the horrid Carnage Mentor made, 
And ſuch th Aſtoniſhment his Foes betray d. 


Thus they who hop d by Numbers to ſurpriſe 
The Town, fell Victims to their own Device, 
And Troops juſt rais d, undiſciplin d, and raw, 
By Mentor faſhion d to their Foes gave Law. 
The Words he utter d, and the Port he bore, 
Gave Vigour to his Men unfelt before. 


In this dire Fray, ere yet the Field was won, 
Myſelf attack d the hoſtile Monarch's Son. 

Of my own Age he ſcem'd, tho' much in height 
Superior, and gigantick to the Sight. 

For, you muſt note, this barb'rous People came 
Of Cyclop Race, and bore as huge a Frame, 
He mock'd a Dwarf like me, my Form deſpis d, 
But I, who.ſcorn'd, tho' young, to be ſurpris d 
At his prodigious Strength, and lofty Creſt, 
With Vigour lanc'd my Spear againſt his Breaſt, 
And made him vomit, tott ring as he ftaod,. _ 
And juſt expiring, Streams of livid Blood. 

A Fall ſo ſudden of a Bulk ſo great 
Scarce gave me time to ſhun th engrmgus Weight, 


Whoſe Touch had cruſh'd me, and whoſe. Armour's Sound 


Did. to the, Hills with rating Noiſe reboynd, 
His Spoils I ſeiz'd, and with ſuch Trophies grac d 
Rejoin'd Aceftes, who my Valour prais d. 
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Mean time intrepid Mentor puſh'd the Foe © 

With ſuch a Force, and fo purſu'd his Blow, 

That ere the Sun declin'd the ſpacious Plain 
Was ſtrew'd with countleſs numbers of the Slain. - 
The ſcatter'd reſt, who fled, and thoſe but few, 
Back to their Mou og and their Woods withdrew. 


This great Siicceſs, REN" their Hopes acquit'd, 
Made valiant Mentor paſs for one inſpir d 
And cheriſh'd by the Gods, or more than Man; 
Then touch'd with Gratitude the K ing began 
Thus with a e N cc ' What Thanks are due, 
« Nor them alone, but for an Phipire fav'd, 
« Exploits that metit well to be ingrav'd 
«© On ever-during Monuments of 3 
« That ſuch high Deeds to future Times way pa pak? 
« But ſhould the Trojan Fleet arrive, I fear 
« My grateful Soul could ſcarce ſecure you Wen = 
«c Haſte © Mich to leave this Iſle without Benz Jute 
ce And may the Gods protect you in; your Way: 5 
This ſaid, a' Ship was order d on the Spot, wa V4 
Nor were fair Gifts and Compliments' forgot. * 
He prefs'd us to depart, as in a Fright (OLED 
Leſt ſome Misfortune on our Heads 1 1 “ | 
But neither Guide or Crew would he allow * 858 
Of Race Sicilian to direct the Prow, bl 
As judging they in Greece might mage run 
For W _ to 22 Song“ wm Bobs 2lioge e 
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Phœnician 
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 Phenician Merchants, trading without Fear 

To ev'ry Coaſt, remote, as well as near, 

The Carriers of all Nations, had command 

To take and waft us to our native Land; 

Which done, their Orders were about to tack, 
And bring with Speed Aceſtes Veſſel back. 

But Fate, that laughs at what vain Men propoſe, 
Reſerv'd us till for more conſummate Woes, 
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51 
A Po rical Survey of the AUTHOR's 
Life and Fortunes. 


HA can the Muſe ſuggeſt upon the Day 


YAY; That puſh'd to Birth a ſprawling Lump of Clay, 
ln which a Soul was by Infuſion ſent - 

Too active for the Caſe wherein 'twas pent? 

Of race tho gentle, yet of Babes the fourth, 

What could a Chit, ' that came fo late, be worth? 

Beſide, when born, he ſuch a Starvling ſeem'd, 

To rear the Brat loft Labour had been deem'd, 

But that the Squalls that ſhook his Cobweb-lrame 

Gave hopeful Symptoms of a laſting Flame, 

In all his courſe from tender Youth to Age, 

Tho' Nature changes ſtill in every Stage, 

On his lank Sides an Ounce of Fleſh neer grew, 

And nought but Skin and Bone appear'd to view. 

Yet not proportion'd ill his Limbs were ſeen, 


Sharp was his Viſage, but ſedate his Mien. 


Of 
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Of Stature tall, and tho he ſeem'd to Sight 

A little ſtiff perhaps, and too upright, 

Yet ſtill his Air and Carriage, as twas ſaid, 

Gave Signs he was not unpolitely bred. 

With Port erect, but grave, he wore a Face, 

In whoſe ſunk Form a tranſient Eye might trace 

A Mind within on Contemplation hent. 
And on the World and Fortune too intent. 


Oxford, that vies in Arts with Pindus Mount, 
Beheld him ſipping at her ſacred Fountt, 
But ſtinted in his Draught he ſoon withdrew 
The Thorns and Thiſtles of the Law to chew. 
With Food ſo coarſe the Youth was quickly tir'd, 
And Wit's politer Strains he more admir'd;. , 

To Wills, the Muſe's Shop in former Times, 4 


He made Toft, and We oe knack of e 5 


There Check, a x jolly sell Bard, oy Knew, 
Who, when the Sun to Thetis' Lap withdrew, 
To Bacchus vow d the Night, and wont to ſtray 
From Buſh to Buſh, reel'd: home at break of Day; 
Yet ere he preſs d his Bed, with Arms diſplay d, 
The maudlin Drunkard moſt devoutly pray d. 
There Moyle, of Wit and Learning Judge acute, 
Solv'd with a Jeſt the Knot of a Diſpute ; ; 
And gentle Crommel, who had ask d in vain | 
Some ſly Town-Drab, in Sonnet told his Pain. 
There Dennis, cenſuring with dogmatick Tone, 
Was deaf to every. Merit but his own; 


While 
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While Rowe, more courtly, tho of Judgment found, 
Extoll'd the Worth, but ſpar'd the Faults he found ! 
There Garth, who in a double Sphere excell'd, 
Was, like Apollos Self, in Rev rence held. 

Nor leſs ſhin'd Aadiſon, whoſe lofty Vein 

A ſecond Julius drew in his Campaign 
Triumphant like the Firſt; then Cato trac d 

In Colours not to be by Time effac d, 

The laſt, beſt Roman, whoſe example ſhow'd 
That Liſe on terms of Bondage was a Load. 

Pope too, tho young, there ſhot ſuch Rays of Fire, 
That Phæbus was by all adjudg'd his Sire. 


Caught in the magick Circle, could he ſhun 
The potent Charm, or fail to be undone? 
The Viſions of the Stage, that apes Mankind, 
Tho' deck'd in Fable's Dreſs, inflam'd his Mind. 
Dryden, whoſe manly Senſe, and moving Strain, 
Makes ev'ry Pulſe ſtill riſe in ev'ry Vein, 
Like ſome ſtrong Tide, that ſuffers no control, 
At once invaded and ſubdu'd his Soul. 
To check this Torrent Congreve's Scenes he read, 
But here Exceſs of Wit his Madneſs fed. 
Thus Poetry became his ſole Delight, 
And, Law neglected, he eſſay d to write, 
Till waking from his Trance, tho late, he found 
That, Spenſer-like, he trod on Fairy-ground. 


At length to Buſineſs call'd, he cro&'d. che Ses, 
And ply'd the Oar ſo well, that by degrees 
He 
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He roſe inveſted with a-publick/Poſty of 
Where Rhetin's tow ring Hills in Clouds are lol N 
To Sunderland he od this Grace unſought, 
Whether from Merit, or a ſtart of Thought, 
Let others judge, perhaps at'Stanyan's Suit, 
His Patron once, alas and Guide to boot. 
That once how juſtly doth the Mule deplore, 
Since tis too ſure a Proof he lives no more! 
There planted, at triumphant mes Command, 
To cheriſh and protect the friendly Land, 
Whoſe Paſſes, th Object of contending States, 
Were grown the Theme of long and fierce Debates, 
Amidſt his Toils ſuch mortal Pangs he bore, 

No Martyr for his Catiſe er fuller more. 


Surpris'd by Ruffin; hacking tte chen Prey, 
As Oer the Snow-elad Alps he took his waſh” 
He to Da Lives Revenge a Victim fell | 
For daring Truth of GaYlick Faith to tell. 24 
The Story co telate in all its Purte 2» 
Would pierce and melt the moſt obdurate Hearts. 
But Verſe: loves Shortneſs,” and uneomon Woes 
Ask Length to trace; which better ſuits with Profe. 

Beſide, the Muſe with brighter Luſter mines 

In comprehenſive Hitits and bounded Lines. ws 3 
Then to be brief, the ſtern, bod. chütty Crew av 
Hack d with untumberd Wounds his Body threw 
Where yawn'd a deep Abyſs, nor yet content 
un Stones . It; 5 i headlong Wen | 


vd 1803 How 


Down 
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Down from a Cliff's high Top, with Rage fo keen 
They labour'd to complete their helliſh Scene. 


But here the Hand of Providence, till nigh - 
To thoſe who in Diſtreſs for Succour cry, 
Directed he ſhould light where Shrubs, that ſprout 
| Beneath the Mountain's Brow, ſtood jutting out, 
And broke his Fall, unſeen by thoſe above, 
Whoſe dazzled Eyes oerſhot the ſloping Grove. 
Their Task perform'd, the hireling Villains fled 
With Merveilleux, chief Cut-throat, at their head, 
Dreading Purſuit, till now the Frontier paſt 
Breathleſs the Legate's Seat they 'reach'd at laſt, 
And told him ſtamm'ring, with an Air diſmay'd, 
The Job was done, and his Command obey'd. 
Their Patron, ſprung from true Sicilian Race, 
With whom the meaneſt Vengeance turns to Praiſe, 
Reply d, Twas well, ſuch Portion be the end 
« Of all, he ſaid, who durſt with him contend. 


Mean while with Baggage charg'd, and mounting ſlow 
The ſteep Aſcent, unconſcious of a Foe, 
The Victim's Servants from the Thicket drew 
Their hapleſs Maſter, ſeeming-dead to view, 
Whoſe Carcaſe, with Contuſions cover'd o'er, 
And hurts obſcene, lay welt ring in its Gore, 
Then bore him to the Bazhs, from whence he came, 


Whoſe falutary Springs, the Boaſt of Fame, 
And * Faltrank, Balm divine, reſtor'd his ſhatter'd Frame. 


Vulnerary Herbs. | | 
L 1 Nor 
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Nor muſt his dear Liſetta be forgot, 
His better Half, who by her Genius taught 
With her own Hands perform'd the Surgeon's part, 
Dreſs'd all his Wounds, tho' with an aking Heart, 
But Friendſhip's Force her want of Skill ſupply'd, 
And more than female Courage was her Guide. 


Now what Amends he reap'd at home for Woes, 
Enormous in their Size, let Truth expoſe. 
Recall'd he ſaw his Hopes reduc'd to Fears, 
And with his Blood he loſt his juſt Arrears. 
His flow Return was all the Reaſon brought, 
But this was his Misfortune, not his Fault. 
He ſtay d, tis true, but was the Cauſe conceal'd ? - 
He ftay'd, who'd think it? till his Wounds were heal d, 
And three Years Debts, contracted without Aid 
Or Hopes from home, ſhould, ere he ſtirr d, be paid. 
And yet at laſt, his Patience thread-bare worn, 
He pawn'd his private Credit to return. 


A Stroke fo cruel on his native Shore 
Reviv'd the racking Pains he felt before, 
Pierc'd deeper, and increas'd his former Smart 
With Pangs that now beſpoke a wounded Heart. 
Thus tis where Party ſways, the leaſt Pretence 
To Juſtice unſupported gives offence, 
Merit, tho" glaring, is at Court deny d, 
© Unleſs exerted on the ruling Side. 
What could he do? to Patience, flow but ſure 
Relief in Ills, which Time alone can cure, 


Compell'd 
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Compell'd he fled, till more indulgent Fate, 

That ſaw with pity our diſtracted State, | 

On Anne's Demiſe ſent Brunſwick to repair 

The Breaches caus'd by an ill-finiſh'd War. 
Remanded then abroad, ſo Gx o RGE ordain'd, 
Firſt of his Name that in Britannia reign'd, 

At Stanbopes Suit, in whom all Sides commend 

Th unblemiſh d Stateſman, and th' unſhaken Friend, 
Among th' Helvetich Tribes ſome Years he paſt 
With Praiſe, and with Content too great to laſt. 


Had Services been weigh'd, and not forgot, 
And Suff rings to his juſt Account been brought, 
Half-Swiſ by Marriage-Vows, with what Delight 
He ſtill had kept a Poſt, ſo much his Right, 
Made happy with. a lov'd and loving Wite, 
Choice of his Heart, and Comfort of his Life, 
In Form ſurpaſſing moſt, and what's more rare 
Superior to the Follies of the Fair; 
And Babes, then hopeful, prattling by his Side, 
Each fond Beholder's Joy, and Parents Pride, 
| Whoſe Starts of Mirth his native Spleen diſarm d, | 
And all his Intervals from Buſineſs charm' d. | 
Nor was the Country wanting to afford ö 
A Set of chearful Friends to grace his Board. | | 
Before him lay his Predeceſſors Plan, | 
Whoſe * Motto ſpoke the Value of the Man. | 
Tracing his Steps could his Diſciple fail, 
Or ſuch a bright Example not prevail? 

* Neſcia fallere vita. 


Ln 4 Thus 
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Thus ſettled, and in ſuch Enjoyments bleſt, 

| What more could With demand than he poſſeſt? 

But meddling Chance, that mocks the moſt Secure, 

And rarely lets Court-favours long endure, 

To Malice prone, her wonted Game reſum'd, 

And when leaſt fear'd his Revocation doom d. 

Thrift in pacifick Times was the Pretence, 

Againſt a Plea ſo ſpecious what Defence! 
When Funds were Ader Par, and Caſh ran low, 

With whining Tone, but with contracted Brow 

Thus ſpoke the Fiſcal Scribe, than whom none more 

Renown'd for Figures liv'd in Days of Yore, 

Firſt bowing to the Board, his Throat to clear, 

He hem'd, then open d without Shame or Fear. 

« Your Embaſſies, my Lords, are uſeleſs Things, 

« Mere Forms of State, and a dead 3 on an. 

« Such Poſts to fuperſede I deem but meet, 

« Where the Expence ſurpaſſes the Receipt. 

“ Beſide, the Sums allow'd to thoſe who roam 

ce From Berſbeba to Dan would yield at home 

« More Profit ten times told, if well apply'd, 

« 'Tis Demonſtration not to be deny'd, | 

« So clear, meridian Sunſhine is not more, 

As obvious as that Two and Two make Four. 

« A Truth fo plain were loſs of time to preſs, 

Don't ev'ry Poſt's Returns as much confeſs ? 

By Thrift well-manag'd we ſupport the Throne, 
And _ That flouriſhes the Helm's our own. 


« What 
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« What tho' to, others we thoſe Sums diſpenſe, . 

« Whom, hir' d as Guards, we arm for our re 
« If by their Aid our fav rite Points we gain 
« Well do they earn their Pay by whom we reig xc 
« The current Charge, tis true, unleſſen d ſtands, 

« But then it circulates in, uſeful Hands. 

« And well you know that in Concerns of State 

ce Deciſion goes by Numbers not Debate. 

« Who doubts this Truth ? the miniſterial Trade, 

« Demands that Votes be counted and not weigh'd. 
« This is the Stateſman's Card, his Buckler this, 

« Then let us all our foreign Spies diſmiſs.” 

A Scheme fo fair with Approbation paſt, 

And four old Stagers were recall'd-in haſte. 


Thus 'tis at Courta where certain Springs unſeen, 
Tho touch'd but lightly, ſtir the whole Machine. 
To change paſt Meaſures in a frugal fit 
Should ſome the Dignity. of State forget, 
Advance new Syſtems, ſpecious in pretence, 
That ſeem to check. Profuſion of Expence, 
The wiſe Oeconomy but ſerves for Show, 
While the ſame Streams in other Channels flow. 


And yet amidſt theſe ſaving Schemes he ſaw 
A Stranger born, nor quality'd in Law, 
By mean evaſive Arts uſurp his Place, 
And hold it by Colluſion more than Grace. 
A Turn ſo unexpected, and ſo new, 


In Policy fo. ſtrange, and yet ſo true, 
Gave 
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Gave room to judge the Web by night was ſpun, 
As if the conſcious Lab'rers fear d the Sun. 
By three Exoticks, with Preſumption fir-d : 
The Piece was faſhion'd, and the Workmen hir'd; 
Two dwelt upon the Spot their Arts to join, 
Memorials One to frame, and One to fign. 

The Third, as better known, was ſent to Court, 
With Draughts and Plans their Labours to ſupport. 
Thus the new Scheme of Husbandry coſt more, 
Twice counted, than the old one did before. 

This fav'rite Object loſt, his Mind intent 

On Service ſtill to other Views he bent. 5 
Flatter'd with Hopes, as foreign Poſts ſhould fall, 
When Vacancies arriv'd he flung at all. | 
Two Northern Stations void by turns he preſt, 
But could low Rank with nobler Blood conteſt ? 
Leſs fond of Toil ſome Sine- cure he ſought, 

And Venice, Seat of Pleaſure, fird his Thought. 
But here ſome new Pretenſions caus d Diſpute, 
And certain Jobs of State oppos d his Suit. 

- . Paſt Service pleaded on his fide, tis true, 

And Zeal diſplay d at home had Merit too. 


Fet ſtill, tho' this was own'd without diſguiſe, 


For want of firm Supports he loſt the Prize. 


To calm his Anguiſh ſomething muſt be ſaid, 
J marvel much you have no better ſped, 

« Cries one, tis hard to be poſtpon'd again, 
But Courts are Courts, and Miniſters but Men. 


« That 
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« That well 1 wiſh you you've no cauſe to doubt, 
“ And ſomething will, I hope, ere long turn out. 
« Another thus, believe it, if you will, 

* Your Suit tho loſt, you have my Friendſhip ſtill. 
The hardneſs of your Caſe I can't deny, 

« But, truſt me, there are forty Reaſons why 

&« It could not be redreſs'd, ſome luckier Hour 

&« I'll do my beſt, and ſerve you to my Pow's.” 

At ſuch repeated Shifting inly far'd, 

Without Reply, indignant, he retir'd. 


Alone, he thus his flutt'ring Heart beſpoke, 
That heav'd and fwell'd within as twou'd have broke: 
« Whence comes it that without or Rhime or Senſe 
« At what arrives ſo oft thou tak'ſt Offence, 
« And like ſome Tempeſt, raging in my breaſt, 
« Deny'ſt thyſelf and me our wonted Reſt ? 
« Why all this Strife, thou buſy, flouncing Thing ? 
« Can ſuch convulſive Starts from Nature ſpring ? 
« Or can what Nature frights from Reaſon flow, 
« That curbs the Paſſions, when too ſtrong they grow ? 
« More likely from Reſentment 'tis they part, 
« Or Pride, that thro' thy Frame their Venom dart. 
« Confin'd to Reaſon's Rule you'd ſoon reſtrain 
« Theſe ſudden Bounds, ſo ſenſeleſs, and fo vain. 
te She teaches that Court-trappings are but Toys, 
« Which rarely the Poſſeſſor's Self enjoys. 
« Unſated, Miſer-like, he craves ſtill more, 
And lights for future Gains his preſent Store. 


* 


0 


« Beſides, 
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ee Beſides, when Life declines, what Poſt or Place 
« Can give Content, or be diſcharg'd with Grace? 
« Down then, thou Robber of my Boſom's Peace, 
& Too ſoon alarm d thy frantick Motions ceaſe.” 


Theſe Words pronounc 4 as if their Scale it Kal, : 
The conſcious Muſcle more pacifick Brew: eng 7 
Yet ftill about its Fibres ſome Remains 
There hung of the Diſeaſe that caus d its Pains. 
But Time, tis hop'd, will work a thorough Cure, 
The Fever vanquiſh'd, Health's Return is ſure, 
The Cauſe ſubſiding, can th Effect endure ? | 


At leiſure now, to younger Minds a Curſe, 
And ftript of old Appointments, which is worſe, 
For long paſt Seryice with Allotment ſmall, | 
Yet better, tis confeſt, than none at all, 
The once grave Miniſter to kill the Time, 
From Proſe ſequeſter'd, plays the Fool in Rhime. 


1 
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S 1 


Aided Hus BAND for the Loſs of a tender and 
affettionate Wirz, who A September 23, 1750. 


Fas HE's gone, for ever gone, the Flame of Life 
Extinct, no more on Earth the matchleſs Wife 
Appears, an Angel now on Wings ſhe flies 

To join her bright Aſſociates in the Skies, 

There ſuffer d to approach the Throne of Grace, 
Where Virtue never fails to find a Place. 


Berne claims her Birth, Liſetta was her Name, 
Her Country's Honour, and the Boaſt of Fame. 
Sprung from an ancient Stock, whoſe ! Line 
And Patriot-merits ſtill with Luſtre ſhine. 
By Nature chearful, affable, ſerene, 
Once known ſhe was with Admiration ſeen 
By all, her Company Delight inſpir'd, 
And more 'twas known the more it was deſir d. 
Her Form was pleaſing, and her Wiſdom ſuch, 
She 1 never ſpoke too little, or too much, 

Mm Yet 
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vet what ſhe ſaid, without affecting Wit, 
Was always juſt, and for the Subject fit. 
No change of Fortune could diſturb or vex 
Her well- pois d Frame, which dignify d her Sex. 
Her Conduct ſhew'd in ev'ry Scene of Life 
The ſweet Companion, and the faithful Wife. 
Vice ſhe abhorr'd, and her exalted Mind, 
When Fate was leſs propitious, never pin'd. 
What Chance ſoe er by Providence was ſent, 
Wrapt in her Virtue ſhe was ſtill content. 
With home Amuſements ſhe was never cloy'd, 
Reading or Working, when alone, employ'd 
Each vacant Hour, nor was her Family 
Forgot, but rul'd with wiſe Occonomy. .” 
The tender Mother, and the — . 
To thoſe who ſerv'd her, whom the choſe to bind 
By gentle Manners, made her Perſon dear t 
To all, and keightned ſtill her Character. 
O ſhe was Goodneſs all a Friend & ſure 
No Tales or Malice could a Breach procure 
In thoſe Attachments which ſhe once yok na 
So deep they lay imprinted in her Breaſt. ry 
Her Word was facred, as her Heart fincere, 
Her Courage did above her Sex appear, 
When vile Aſſaſſins, dreadful to relate! 
Surpris d her Hausband in th Helvetieb Nite, 
And down a Precipice him headlong threw, 
She from the horrid Gulph his Perſon drew, 
Hugg'd his bruis'd Carcaſe, and amidſt her Fears 
Search'd all his Wounds, and dela with her Tears, 
i Then 
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Then ſaw him carried to a ſafe Retreat, 

Nor ſtirr'd ſhe from his ſide, till ſne could greet 

The poor maim'd Suff rer with the hopes of Life, 
Pronounc'd with Rapture by a tender Wife. 

To * Faltrank's Aid, and her unwearied Care 

He owes that Life, which now he ſcarce can bear, 

Since ſhe, who fav'd it, from his Arms is fled, 

And lies, alas! inhum'd among the Dead, 

Yet, lifeleſs as ſhe ſeems, her Spirit flies | 
Aloft, and like an Eagle cleaves the Skies, 
The Vault diſdaining where her Body lies. 

Look down, bleſt Saint, from thy celeſtial Sphere | 
On one depriv'd of ev'ry Comfort here | 
By thy Demiſe, nor ever ſhall he find 

Relief, till his own Corps to thine be join'd : 

Whence ſoaring to th' effulgent Realms above, 

Where full Contentment and ſeraphick Love 

Reign without ceafing, Joys unknown before, 

And Friends rejoin'd are never parted more, 

To all Eternity with thee to live 

He hopes, nor ever more with Grief ſurvive 

Such matchleſs Worth, from whence this Sketch he drew, 
Whoſe bright Original in mental View 

Shall always be preſerv'd, while Life and Senſe, 

The Gifts of Nature and of Providence, 

Shall laſt, by him thy precious Memory 

Beyond the richeſt Gems ſhall valu'd be. 


* Vulnerary Herbs. 
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